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i have the honour to be, 

Your Lordship's very faithful servant, 

MEADOWS TAYLOR. 

Old Court, 

Harold's Cross, near Dublin, 

August 18t53. 



PKOLOGUE. 



In the year 1839, 1 became acquainted with the late 
Professor Wilson ; and in course of conversation on 
the possibility of illustrating events in Indian history 
by works of fiction, the details of the present story, 
among other subjects, were slightly sketched out by 
me. He was interested in them, and suggested my 
writing the tale for ' Blackwood's Magazine/ I could 
not, however, then commence it, and deferred doing 
so till my return to India ; but, falling into political 
and civil employment there, was never able to con- 
tinue what I had begun, till my return home. 

The history of the period of this tale, A.D. 1657, 
will be found at length in Scott's ' Ferishta,' and vol. i. 
of Grant Duffs 'History of the Mahrattas;' and to 
these works I beg to refer such of my readers as may 
be curious in regard to its particulars, of which a slight 
sketch may not, perhaps, be altogether out of place. 



VUl PKOLOGUE. 

In A.D. 1347, a great portion of the Dekhan was 
consolidated into a kingdom by Sultan Alla-oo-deen 
who founded the Bahmuni dynasty. It was di\dded 
into three great provinces, Dowlatabad, Beejapoor, 
jind Golconda, which, on the decay of the royal 
house, became separate kingdoms under their several 
viceroys, who successively declared their indepen- 
dence. Of these, Beejapoor was the largest, and 
became by far, the most important and powerful. 
Yoosuf Adil Shah, a Turk of European descent, 
believed, indeed, to have been the son of a Sultan 
of Constantinople, threw off his allegiance to the 
Bahmuni dynasty in A.D. 1849, and established him- 
self at Beejapoor, which afterwards rose to be the 
greatest, as it was the most magnificent, city of the 
Dekhan. 

The prosperity of the Dekhan kingdoms excited 
the jealousy of the Mogul Emperors of Dehli, and 
their subjugation was projected by the Emperor 
Akbur ; but it had made little progress at his death 
in A.D. 1605. In the reign of his grandson Shah 
Jehdu, the State of Ahmednugger, or Dowlatabad, 
was finally subdued about 1630, and the Mogul power 
so far established in the Dekhan. His son, Au- 
rungzeeb, pursued the reduction of the two remaining 
kingdoms, Beejapoor and Golconda, with varying suc- 
cess, but untiring pertinacity ; and, before his death 
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in 1707, they had succumbed to him. Beejapoor fell 
on the 15th October 1686; (Jolconda in September 
1687. 

Amidst the struggles of the Mahomedans, the pre- 
datory power of the Mahratta people arose under 
Sivaji, and assumed a more definite form than it had 
ever before possessed; and, as the author of the Mah- 
ratta History observes, " stirred those latent embers 
" till, like the parched grass kindled amidst the 
" forests of the Syhadree moTintains, they burst forth 
" in spreading flame, and men afar wondered at the 
" conflagration." 

Of the many remarkable and romantic events con- 
nected with the rise of the Mahratta power, those 
which form the subject of the present Tale are, of 
all, the most cherished by the people ; and they are 
recited, or sung in ballads, with an interest which 
time does not diminish, and which has exalted the 
national hero Sivaji Eajah, to the distinction almost, 
of a demigod. 

At the period of the tale, 1657, though the political 
foundations of Beejapoor were shaking, nothing had 
affected its material prosperity; and the palaces, 
mosques, mausoleums, and other public buildings of 
the capital, were in their greatest magnificence. The 
city itself, except its vast fortifications, which are still 
perfect, has now, for the most part, disappeared : and 
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X PROLOGUE. 

long lines of shapeless mounds, covering an immense 
area, mark where its streets existed. In some quar- 
ters there are villages, widely separated, which once 
formed part of the general masses of habitations ; and 
there are everywhere remains of mosques, tombs, and 
palaces, which convey a true estimate of the wealth 
of those for whom they were constructed, and the 
taste and skill of the architects. 

The citadel is stUl perfect as to walls, towers, 
and ditch, and is a very complete and picturesque 
specimen of Puthan fortification. The royal palaces 
situated in it, are, however, roofless, much ruined, and 
advancing to destruction; and the gardens and ter- 
races, with their fountains, are covered by brushwood 
and tangled creepers. It is a happy thing, how- 
ever, that the liberality of the Indian Govern- 
ment has arrested decay wherever practicable, and 
that all the most beautiful buildings have been 
restored, while repairs continue to be made as 
needfuL 

The buildings so restored are — 

The Mausoleum of Ibrahim Adil Shah, called the Ibrahim 

Roza; 
The Mausoleum of Mahmood Adil Shah ; 
The M^hturi Mahal ; 
The Jumma Mosque ; 
The Assar Shureef ; 
The Royal Well, with its cloisters ; and some others. 
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Of the above, the Assax Shureef is one of the ancient 
royal palaces, which contains some sacred relics ; 
and, being in the actual condition in which it was 
left, is perhaps the most interesting of alL 

By orders of Government also, drawings from ac- 
tual measurement, were made a few years ago by a 
clever civil engineer and architect, of all the principal 
buildings. These are now in the India Library in 
London ; and, to any one curious on the subject, will 
give a far better idea of the superb Saracenic archi- 
tecture of the Adil Shahy dynasty, than any descrip- 
tion. Mahomedan architecture in India is always 
beautiful; but there is a combination of grandeur 
and grace about that of Beejapoor which is not ap- 
proached elsewhere, and a beauty of ornament and 
execution nowhere exceeded. The Jumma Mosque, 
with its side aisles, was constructed for the accommo- 
dation of eight thousand persons at prayer ; and the 
superb dome of the Mausoleum of Sultan Mahmood 
Adil Shah, built of hewn stone, is the largest in its 
outward diameter in the world. 

With these noble remains, the country around 
them, and its population of all classes, I have been 
familiar for many years past ; and such descriptions 
of scenery and character as may be found in these 
volumes, are the result of personal knowledge. The 
actors in my story are Hindus and Mahomedans; 
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but the same passions and affections exist among 
them as among ourselves, and thus the motives and 
deeds of my characters may, at least, be intelligible. 
I can only hope they may prove of interest. 

It was very strange, twenty -five years ago, to 
observe the remarkable interval of exactly one 
hundred years, between the attack of Sivaji on the 
Beejapoor Mahomedans in 1657, and the victory of 
Lord Clive over those of Bengal at Plassey in 1757. 
Both results led directly to the establishment of 
powers widely differing in their aims and charac- 
ters, but not the less irresistible by the Mahome- 
dans ; and the victory at Pertabgurh, was as directly 
conducive to the establishment and extension of the 
Mahratta authority, and the decadence of the Ma- 
homedan, as that of Plassey has been to our own 
sovereignty, and to the political extinction of both. 
But this curious accordance of dates becomes still 
more interesting, when we observe that, on the an- 
niversary of a third century, June 1857, the heads 
of Mahomedan and Mahratta power were leagued 
against that which had subdued both; and know 
that their combined efforts however desperate, and 
their intrigues however virulent, proved alike fatile. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

" Tara, Tara ! where art thou?" 

" Mother, I am here. Is it time V* 

" Yes ; we should go with the offerings to the 
templa Come, thy father hath long been gone, and 
it will be broad day ere we can reach it. Come," 
said her mother, entering a small open verandah 
which skirted the inner court of the house, where 
the girl sat reading by the light of a lamp, now pal- 
ing before the dawn which was fast spreading over 
the sky. 

She shut her book with a reverential gesture, laid 
it aside in its quilted cover, and stood up. How 
beautiful she was! Let us describe this Bramhun 
girl to you, reader ! if we can, and teU you a little 
concerning her. 

VOL. L A 
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There were many fair women of her sect in Tool- 
japoor, and they are always the most remarkable of 
their countrywomen, but none so fair as Tara the 
daughter of Vyas Shastree* From her earliest child- 
hood she had given promise of grace and beauty, 
and since that period — ^from the time when, hanging 
shyly to the skirt of her mother's garment, she passed 
daily through the crowded bazaar and street which 
led to the upper gate of the temple — ^to the present, 
she had ever been an object of remark and admira- 
tion ; while the rank and learning of her father, and 
his position as chief priest, had maintained for her a 
continued and increasing interest as she grew up. 
None who had the privilege of addressing her ever 
omitted a loving greeting or respectful salutation: 
the public flower- sellers intrusted her with their 
choicest garlands or nosegays to offer up at the 
shrine — the confectioners had ever a delicate sweet- 
meat with which to tempt the child — and even the 
rudest peasant or soldier looked at her, as she passed 
him, in wonder, stretched out his hands to her, and 
kissed the tips of his fingers in a worshipful saluta- 
tion and benediction. 

The promise of the child was more than fulfilled 
in the girl now budding into early womanhood ; and 
her appearance was so remarkable that, while many 
of her old friends in the bazaar now rarely ventured 
to accost her, and even turned aside their heads re- 
verently as she passed, she could not traverse the 

* Shastree — ^title of one learned in the Shastriis. 
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crowded street which led from her house to the 
temple, or, indeed, move anywhere during the day, 
without attracting admiration from the crowds of 
strangers who, from all parts of India, visited that 
renowned shrine of which her father was the chief 
priest and manager. Many a pilgrim and worshipper 
gazed wonderingly upon the calm, gentle face which 
met him at the earliest dawn in its devotional per- 
ambulation round the temple, or followed with his 
eye the graceful figure which, carrying the daily sacri- 
ficial offerings, descended the flights of steps by which 
the shrine was approached; and, far away in his 
native village, under the snows of Himalaya, the burn- 
ing sands of Eamfeshwur, or the green plains of Bengal, 
told of the beautiful vision, and never forgot it. 

Tara has been up since before the false dawn. She 
has assisted her father with water to bathe, and in 
his private worship of the household gods. She has 
bathed herself, and is now dressed in the simple 
saree, or robe of all Hindu females. It is of dark- 
blue silk, striped with a fainter blue, and has a broad 
border of a light but rich pattern harmonising with 
the colours of the garment which, consisting of one 
long piece only, is wound round her several times to 
form a skirt, then passed about her body and over 
her head on the left side, whence the end, which is 
of rich gold tissue interwoven with crimson flowers 
and green leaves, hangs heavily over her shoulder 
and back. Below the garment, is a closely-fltting 
bodice of striped orange silk only ; but no portion of 
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it is visible except a little of the sleeve above the 
elbow. Tara is holding the border of her dress close 
to her cheek, as if to conceal it even from her mother; 
and the graceful outline of her ann may be followed, 
from the tips of the taper fingers past the wrist 
partly covered with purple bangles and a massive 
gold ring, along the soft round arm to the dimpled 
elbow, whence it is lost among the folds of the saree 
which faUs over it. 

Do you expect that her complexion will be fair like 
that of our own northern girls ? Ah, no ! that would 
not harmonise with the dress or the country ; and 
yet it is very fair. Not a deep rich olive, but what 
seems at a first glance pale and colourless ; yet the 
skin is so glossy and transparent that the warm glow 
of her blood is suffused under it with the least 
passing emotion or excitement, which, as it fades, 
leaves, as you think, a more beautiful tint behind. 

And the features harmonised with the colour. To 
a casual observer their expression was almost one of 
habitual sadness, yet it was not so in reality : there 
was calm, which as yet had known no rude ruffling 
— a sweetness that was index to a simple, loving, 
trustful mind. True, she had cares beyond those of 
ordinary household occurrences, and these had no 
doubt increased the pensive expression always re- 
markable. So her countenance was not easy to de- 
scribe: nor could you account very well for the 
patient, care-enduring look which met you from one 
so young. What every one saw first, were the soft 
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brown eyes, shaded with long eyelashes which rest- 
ed upon the cheek. Ordinarily perhaps, or if seen 
when cast down, these eyes appeared nowise remark- 
able; yet if passing emotions were noticed, they 
closed when she was merry, till only a bright spark 
of light remained glistening through the long 
lashes; and again, if surprise, wonder, or admiration 
were excited, they suddenly expanded, so that one 
looked into a depth of clear glowing colour, violet 
and brown, the expression of which could not be 
fathomed. But habitually they were modest, pen- 
sive, and gentle— full of intelligence, and seemed to 
correspond with a low musical cadence of voice per- 
fectly natural, yet assisted, perhaps, by the habit of 
reading and studying aloud, which she had learned 
from her father. In those calm eyes there was as yet 
no passion of any kind. Some suffering, perhaps, 
but no rough awakening to the reality of life. 

The rest of her face left nothing to be desired. The 
Bramhuns of Western India usually possess features 
more European in their character than those of the 
same sect in other parts of the country, and in this 
respect the women share them with the men, if they 
do not, indeed, exceed them. So Tara had a soft oval 
face, with small full lips and mouth, a thin straight 
nose with nostrils almost transparent, which seemed 
to obey the passing emotions of her countenance. 
Though the features were soft, they were neither 
insipid nor weak in character ; on the contrary, they 
appeared fuU of a woman's best strength — endurance 
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and patience ; while, in the fnll glossy chin and thioat, 
enongh of determination was expressed to show firm- 
ness and consistency of no common order. Except 
the eyes, perhaps, there was no feature of the fjEice 
which conld be called exactly beantiful, yet the whole 
combined to create an expression which was irresis- 
tibly interesting and charming ; and where aU har- 
monised, separate portions were not remarked. 

Every movement of her lithe form was displayed 
by the soft silk drapery which fell over it in those 
graceful folds which we see expressed in ancient 
statues, and it was cast in those full yet delicately- 
rounded proportions which sculptors have best loved 
to imitata Standing as she was, the girl had fallen 
into an attitude which was most expressive : her 
head raised and turned to meet her mother's en- 
trance : a delicate naked foot, with a chain anklet of 
gold resting on it, put out from beneath her robe: her 
eyes open, yet not to their full width : and her lips 
apart, disclosing the even glistening teeth : — she ap- 
peared, in her arrested movement, as if she waited 

some further communication from her mother, or 

« 

had herself one to make before she stirred. 

No wonder that, as each mormng she left the 
house with her mother to pay her devotions at the 
temple, and passed along with downcast eyes, her 
graceful figure attracted increased attention day 
by day. Many a good wish followed her — many 
a benediction from the aged poor of the town, to 
whom her charities were liberally dispensed ; and it 
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might be, too, that other admiration, less pure in its 
character, also rested upon her, and often, unknown 
to her, dogged her steps. 

The contrast between Tara and her mother was in 
most respects a striking one. No one could deny- 
that Anunda Bye was a handsome woman ; her 
neighbours and gossips told her so, and she quite 
believed it. She looked, too, very young of her 
age ; and as she sailed down or up the street leading 
to the temple, and received the humble salutations of 
shopkeepers, flower-sellers, and all the tradesmen of 
that busy quarter, with an air which plainly showed 
how much she considered it due to her rank and 
station — it would have been difficult to say whether 
the timid girl following her, and screening her face from 
the gaze of the people as she moved along, was her 
daughter or younger sister. Either she might be, and 
it seemed more probable the latter, than the former. 

Taller than her daughter as yet, Anunda Bye* 
was not without much of the same grace of figure ; 
but it was cast on a bolder scale. The features were 
more decided and prominent, the colour several shades 
darker. The face, handsome as it was, had little of 
the softening element of intellectuality in it; and 
Anunda was ignorant of everything but household 
management, in which she excelled, in all depart- 
ments, to a degree that made her the envy of her 
female acquaintance, and her husband the envied of 

* Bye — "lady;" a title of respect accorded to all Mahratta 
women of rank. 
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his male associates whose domestic affidis were not 
conducted with the same regularity^ and whose cook- 
ery was not so good- 
Enter the Shastree's honse at any time, and yon were 
at once struck with its great neatness. The floor was 
always plastered with liquid clay by the women-ser- 
vants when he was absent at the temple for morning 
worship, and retained a cool freshness while it dried, 
and, indeed, during the day. It was generally de- 
corated by pretty designs in white and red chalk 
powder dropped between the finger and thumb, in the 
execution of which both mother and daughter were 
very expert and accomplished. The Shastree*s seat, 
which was, in fact, a small raised dais at one side of 
the large room, was usually decked with flowers, 
while, upon the floor before it, the greatest artistic 
skill was expended in ornament by Tara and her 
mother. Above it were pictures of favourite divini- 
ties, painted in distemper colour: the amorous 
blue -throated Krishna playing to the damsels of 
Muttra ; the solemn four-armed Gran^sha, sitting with 
a grave elephant's head on his shoulders ; the beau- 
tiful Lakshmee and Suruswutti, the goddesses of 
wealth and learning, the objects of household adora- 
tion : and the terrible six-armed Bhowani in her 
contest with the demon Mah^shwur, in commemora- 
tion of which the temple had been erected — all sur- 
rounded by wreaths of flowers interwoven with deli- 
cate border patterns ; — ^had been partly executed by 
the Shastree himself, and partly by Tara, who followed 
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his tastes and accomplishments after a pretty fashion. 
Thus decorated, the dais had a cheerful effect in the 
room: and choice and intimate friends only, were ad- 
mitted to the privilege of sitting upon it. 

The house itself was perhaps in no degree remark- 
abla Outside, facing the street, was a high wall, with 
a large door within a projecting porch or archway, 
which had a seat on either hand as you entered. 
The door-frame was richly carved, and on each side a 
horse's head projected from the upper comer. Above 
the door, in a space left for the purpose, was written 
in red Sanscrit letters, "Sree Martund Prussunn," 
"The holy Martund protects;" and Martund was 
one of the appellations of Siva. This legend was 
surrounded by wreaths of flowers in the same colour ; 
and across the whole was a garland of mango leaves 
now withered, which had hung there since the last 
festival 

As you entered the court, the principal room was 
before you, on the basement of the house, which 
you ascended by three steps. It was a wide open 
verandah, extending the width of the court, support- 
ed upon seven wooden pillars, also richly carved, on 
which crossed square capitals were fixed, and from 
these, beams were laid to form the roof. This ver- 
andah was double; the inner portion being raised a 
step above the other to form a dais, and at each end 
of the inner portion were two small rooms in the 
comers, one of which w£ts the Shastree's library. 
The whole of these verandahs could be shut in 



10 TASA: 

closely by heaxj cmtains of quitted cotton, neatly 
ornamented by derices of birds and floweis, which 
hnng between the pillars ; bat nsoally all was open, 
or closed only by transparent blinds of split cane 
suspended ontsida 

Having a northern aspect, this room was always 
cool, and was the ordinary resort of the Shastrea 
Here he received his Mends and neighbours^ held 
disputations, and instructed his pupils. The women 
seldom entered it except in the evenings when un- 
disturbed ; for, though unseduded from men, a cer- 
tain d^ree of reserve and retirement is always ob- 
servable in the women of Hindu £Eumlie& There was 
no ornament about the main apartment except the 
Shastree's dais, and the borders painted about the 
niches and architraves of the doors; but it was kept 
a pure white, and was scrupulously clean. 

In the centre of the back wall of the inner veran- 
dah was a door which opened into a second court, 
round which was a verandah also open, and, leading 
from it on three sides, sleeping chambers and a bath- 
room. In this verandah there was nothing but a few 
spinning-wheels and their low stools; for Anunda 
Bye had no idea of allowing women-servants to be 
idle, and when they were not working otherwise, they 
were spinning cotton yarn for their own clothes. 
Anunda herself had her wheel, and Tara hers, and 
sometimes they spun yam fine enough for the Shas- 
tree*s waistcloths. 

On the fourth side of the court was the kitchen, 
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and, passing by it, a door led into a third court, more 
private, though not so large as the second. In 
the centre of it was an altar painted in distemper, 
on which grew a bush of toolsee or sweet basil, 
grateful to the gods ; and in the verandah, another 
altar, similar in form, on which burned the sacred 
fire never extinguished. Close to it was the door of 
the private temple of the house, which contained the 
household gods of the family. Here it was that Tara 
best loved to sit when her share of domestic affairs 
was completed. Here she tended the sacred fire, 
and offered worship, such as a woman could per- 
form, in the temple. She had a small garden in one 
comer of the court, which contained a few jessamine 
bushes, marigolds, and other common flowers, which 
she cultivated for offerings to the household gods in 
the daily worship. Here she could study undisturbed, 
and did so with all her heart — here, too, it was that 
her mother found her. 

There was no decoration about the house, except, 
as we have already mentioned, border patterns and 
quaintly designed birds and flowers upon the walls. 
Furniture such as we need was unknown. A small 
cotton or woollen carpet laid down here and there, 
with a heavy cotton pillow covered with white calico, 
sufficed for sitting or reclining ; and as the goddess 
Bhowani, in her incarnation at Tooljapoor, does not 
choose, as is believed, that any one in the town should 
lie upon a bed except herself, a cotton mattress on the 
floor, or a cool mat, sufficed for sleeping. 
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The house, therefore, would have appeared bare in 
any of my reader's eyes ; but it was neat and pleas- 
ant to look at : and one can imagine, though decorated 
in a higher style of art, the Eoman houses at Pompeii 
to have been similar in most respects of plan and 
domestic arrangement. 

There was no evidence of wealth, yet the Shastree 
was a prosperous man ; and could you have seen 
Anunda Bye's stores of copper and brass utensils 
— ^large vessels for boiling vast quantities of rice 
on festivals and household ceremonies — her brass 
lamps and candelabra, her silver plates for eating 
from, and sUver drinking vessels ; — could you have 
seen the contents of her private room, in which 
were sundry large chests, full of sarees, or women's 
garments, of great value ; some heir-looms, woven 
with gold and sUver thread, each having its pecu- 
liar history ; the shawls which belonged to her 
husband, the gifts of princes and nobles, tributes 
to his learning, of which she was very proud; — 
could you have seen, too, the strong box that lay 
hidden among the clothes in the largest chest, full of 
family jewels and ornaments, among which were two 
necklaces of fine pearls, massive gold ornaments for 
ankles and wrists, for neck and ears ; — could you have 
seen all these, and the heavy gold cinctures round 
Anunda's and Tara's trim waists, and their massive 
gold bracelets and anklets, — ^you would have been 
envious, my dear reader, of considerable wealth in 
this particular. 
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Otherwise, indeed, the Shastree was a man of sub- 
stanca Being an only son, with no other sharers, at 
his father's death, he had inherited a considerable 
property. He had himself earned, by his scholarly 
abilities, a small estate in a neighbouring province, 
the rent of which was punctually paid, and was im- 
proving, for he was a good landlord. He derived a 
handsome income from the Temple service, and from 
the offerings made to him as head of the establish- 
ment. He farmed some land, too, near the town, 
on the bank of the small river Boree, and had an ex- 
cellent garden near the village of Sindphul, in the 
plain below the hills, the daily supply of vegetables 
from which was very profitable from the large and 
constant consumption in the town. Finally, as 
one of the most learned Sanscrit scholars of the 
Dekhan, his instruction was held in deserved repute, 
and his classes were attended by young Bramhuns 
from all parts of the country, from whom he received 
fees according to their means. 



CHAPTER IL 

In many respects Vyas Shastree was a remarkable 
man, and, very deservedly, he was held in great respect 
throughout the country. No one could look on him 
without being conscious of his extreme good breeding 
and intellectuality. Well made, there was no ap- 
pearance of great strength, though in the town gym- 
nasium, as a youth, he had held his own among the 
wrestlers, and had even been famous as a sword- 
player. Those were troubled times, when a know- 
ledge of weapons was needed by all men, and even 
peaceful merchants and priests did not neglect the 
use of them ; but, as he grew older, the Shastree had 
laid aside these exercises, and spare, strong, muscular 
arms were perhaps the only evidence of them that 
remained Certainly the head and face were fine. 
The forehead was high and broad, slightly wrinkled 
now, and furrowed by parallel lines. The head was 
shaved, except the lock behind, and its intellectual 
organs were prominent. The eyebrows, strongly 
marked, but not bushy, projected boldly over ex- 
pressive eyes of a deep steel grey, which were very 
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bright and clear, and a prominent nose of Eoman 
character, which corresponded with a well-shaped 
mouth and chin. Certainly it was a handsome face — 
pale, sallow perhaps in colour, yet healthy, and which 
occasionally assumed a noble and even haughty ex- 
pression ; but, ordinarily, it was good-humoured : and 
evidently elevated and purified in character by in- 
tellectual pursuits. 

The Shastree was a man of note, as we have said, 
as to learning and accomplishments. He was a pro- 
found Sanscrit schol£ur; and in law, grammar, and 
logic, with the deep metaphysics of the Vedas, and 
their commentators, he had few superiors. With 
mathematics and astronomy to calculate eclipses and 
positions of planets, he had sufficient acquaintance 
to assist an old friend, who was infirm, in the ar- 
rangement of the *Tooljapoor Almanac,' a task 
by no means easy, as it included calculation of the 
eclipses of the year, and astrological tables. Of 
the popular Foorans he had less knowledge, or per- 
haps did not believe them ; and, as many do now in 
these later days, held more to the ancient Vedantic 
theism than to the modem idolatry of the Pooranic 
worship. The Shastree, as a devout Bramhun, had 
made pilgrimages, being accompanied by his wife ; 
and in disputations at Benares, Nuddea in Bengal, 
and Gya — ^as well as at Madura and Conjevaram, in 
the south of India — ^had gained credit, if not renown. 

In lighter accomplishments too, such as music, he 
had a fair amount of knowledge, and sang sweetly 
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the various Rags, Droopuds, and other measures of 
the classic styles. He considered, perhaps, ordinary- 
songs below notice ; yet when he relaxed, and was pre- 
vailed upon to sing some of the plaintive baUads of 
his own Mahratta country, to his own Vina* accom- 
paniment, or any of his own compositions, the effect 
was very charming. Tara had been carefully taught 
by him, and the neighbours often listened to her 
sweet voice in the morning and evening hymns, and 
chants of the service, in the little temple of the 
house. Yet with all this wealth, which he shared 
liberally with the poor— all this worldly good and 
honour — ^Vyas Shastree had two great cares which 
pressed upon him heavily, and were shared by his 
wife. The first was that he had no son ; the second, 
that his beautiful daughter was already a virgin 
widow. And these were heavy griefs. 

AnundaBye had borne him two sons and a daughter, 
of which Tara was the first-bom. The others had fol- 
lowed, and had died successively when giving promise 
of healthy childhood. In vain had the parents made 
pilgrimages to the shrines in the Dekhan after the 
death of the last son, and to Benares also, to pro- 
pitiate Siva in his holiest of temples, and had 
from time to time remitted propitiatory gifts to his 
shrine — no further offspring followed. An heir was 
not only desirable for the property, which, in default 
of one, must devolve upon a very distant relative — but, 
in a higher degree, for the performance of those cere- 

* Vina — a large lute or guitar with frets, and steel and copper 
strings. 
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monies for himself and his family after death, which 
could only be effectual from a son, real or adopted. 

Often had Anunda urged him to marry again, and 
assured him of her love and protection to a young 
wife; as a mother or elder sister ; and she had even 
named several parties of good family who would 
have considered an alliance with the Shastree a posi- 
tive honour. Why should he not marry ? He was 
yet comparatively young : men older than himself 
had married twice, nay thrice, or till the object of 
their desire was accomplished. Why should he not 
do the same? Was he too old at forty, nay, even 
less ? So urged his wife and his best friends. 

Yet the Shastree had not consented. The fact was, 
he loved Anunda very dearly ; she had been a good 
and true wife to him. He feared, too, a certain 
imperious tone of temper which he could control, 
but which, in contact with a second and younger 
wife, might change to jealousy, and become, to say 
the least, inconvenient. Or, if he made new connec- 
tions, there would be the usual tribe of new relations 
to provide for, or to trouble him with importunate 
demands. On the whole, it might be better to adopt 
a son of that distant cousin who lived at Nassuk, 
and bring him up as his own. In any form, his 
necessity was urgent, and Anunda grew more and 
more earnest about the matter, and had even induced 
Tara to join in it. 

" If you had a son," she would say to her husband, 
"he would be a young man before you were old. 

VOL. L B 
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Even if you died, the property would descend to him, 
and the ceremonies would be properly performed. If 
you grew old, and I were with you, he would take 
care of us and of Tara. Who will do this now ? '* 

Yes, the echo in his heart was sad enough. Who 
would do so ? There might be two widows, perhaps, 
mother and daughter, both left to the mercies of 
distant relatives who had no personal knowledge of 
them, and to whom they would be as ordinary 
widows only, no matter what amount of property 
they had brought with them— shaven, dressed in the 
coarsest and scantiest raiment, and used for menial 
ofl&ces — perhaps worse. Yes ! the echo — " who would 
do so ? " — often as the words were said, fell heavily 
on the Shastree's heart; and recently he had told his 
wife that — '' he would think about it if his life were 
spared for another year; until after the next un- 
favourable conjunction of planets'' — " he would think 
about it ;" and so Anunda, without making any formal 
propositions, was yet collecting information as to the 
appearance, character, property, and accomplishments 
of many girls in the neighbourhood, and, in short, 
wherever she had any acquaintance. 

Most heavily, however, of all domestic cares, did 
the situation of his daughter oppress the Shastree. 
She was growing very beautiful ; in his eyes 
supremely so. So kind, too, so loving, so thought- 
ful, so unselfish, so clever a scholar! She might 
have been a happy wife — ere this, perhaps, a happy 
mother — yet at sixteen she was a widow, with 
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a gloomy future : not felt as yet ; for the girl had 
grown up with him, had shared in his studies, and 
had in all respects so entirely enjoyed her young and 
peaceful life, that any thought of change had never 
occurred to her. 

She had been married at an early age, according to 
the custom of her sect — when, indeed, she was little 
more than six years old — to a youth, the son of a 
Mend, who was one of the chief priests of the temple 
of Punderpoor, a lucrative ofl&ce, and one which would 
devolve upon his son by hereditary right. The family 
was opulent, and the young man gave promise of 
learning and of character. No matter now ; he was 
dead. Three years after the marriage he had been 
cut off suddenly by a fever, to the grief of his family 
and to the extinction of the Shastree's hopes for his 
daughter. Since then, with no further worldly hope 
before her, Tara had betaken herself to the study of 
the holy books, in which her father delighted ; and, 
doomed as it were to a life of celibacy, had vowed 
it to the performance of religious exercises after the 
manner of her faith. 

It was unusual then, that Bramhun girls were 
taught to read or write — more so than it is now ; and 
in accordance with the rules of the sect and the 
customs of the country, Tara, had her husband lived, 
would ere now have joined him, and become mistress 
of his household — a sufl&cient distinction for a Bram- 
hun girl; but before that event, the application of 
the child to such rudimental teaching as her father 
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had given her was so remarkahle, that in process of 
years the conventional rules of the caste had been set 
aside, and it was a loving and grateful task to the 
father to lead his widowed daughter through the 
difl&cult mazes of Sanscrit lore, and find in hers 
an intellect and comprehension little short of his 
own. 

Many of his friends shrugged their shoulders at 
this strange innovation of ordinary custom, and ar- 
gued astutely, that it was a dangerous thing to fill a 
girl's mind with learning. Others, his enemies, were 
loud in their condemnation of the precedent it would 
afford to many, and the bad uses it could be put to ; 
and in disputes upon the subject, texts were hurled at 
the Shastree by angry parties, to be answered, how- 
ever, by appeals to ancient times, as illustrated in 
holy books, when women were deep scholars and 
emulated the men ; and so Tara*s desultory education 
went on. "After all, what does it matter?" said 
her father very frequently, if hard pressed by caste 
clamour ; " she does not belong to the world now : 
God has seen it good to cut off her hopes : she has 
devoted herself to a religious life, and I am teaching 
her and preparing her for it." 

But this did not satisfy the adverse Pundits, still 
less the fact that Tara as yet wore ordinary clothes, 
and her head as yet had not been shaved. The degra- 
dation of Bramhun widowhood had not been put on 
her ; and she was too beautiful to escape notice, or 
the envious comments of others, both male and female. 
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The rites of widowhood must be performed some 
time or other. Her father and mother both knew 
that ; they would have to take her to Punderpoor, or 
to Benares, or to Nassuk, or other holy city, and after 
ceremonials of purification, all that beautiful hair 
must be cut off and burned, the pretty chaste bodice 
discarded, and she must be wrapped, ever after, in a 
coarse white cotton — or silk — or woollen — sheet, and 
all other dresses of every kind or colour be imknown 
to her. 

Ah! it seemed cruel to disfigure that sweet 
face which they had looked upon since she was a 
child, and had watched in all its growing beauty! 
Any other less pure, less powerful parents, would 
long ago have been obliged to comply with those 
cruel customs ; and were they not performed every 
day at the temple itself? " Why should the rite be 
delayed?" said many; "the girl is too handsome; 
she will be a scandal to the caste. The excuses of 
going to Benares, or to Nassuk, are mere devices 
to gain time, and sinful." " The matter must be 
noticed to the Shastree himself, and he must be pub- 
licly urged and warned to remove the scandal from 
his house and from the sect, which had been growing 
worse, day by day, for the last three years." 

Yes, it was true — quite true. Tara herself knew it 
to be true, and often urged it. What had she before 
her but a dreary widowhood ? Why should she yet 
be as one who ostensibly lived in the world, and yet 
did not belong to it ? For whom was she to dress her- 
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self and to braid her hair every day ? For whom deck 
herself in jewels ? She did not remember her hus- 
band so as to regret his memory. She had had no 
love for him. Married as a child, she had seen him 
but a few times afterwards, when he came to perform 
needful annual ceremonies in the house, and she had 
then looked up to him with awe. He had rarely 
spoken to her, for she was still a child when he died. 
Once she remembered, when he was on a visit, her 
father had made her recite Sanscrit verses to him, and 
read and expound portions of the Bhugwat Geeta,* 
and had said in joke that she would be a better Pun- 
dit than he was. 

She remembered this incident better than any 
other, and soon after its occurrence he had died. 
Now she felt that, had he lived, she might have loved 
him, and the reproach of widowhood would not have 
belonged to her. These thoughts welled up often bom 
her heart with grief, and yearning only known to 
herself, and as yet only half admitted : yet which in- 
creased sensibly with time, and recurred too, more 
frequently and painfully, as girls of her own age, 
honoured wives and happy mothers — girls who had 
already taken their places in life — met her at the 
temple with laughing crowing children on their hips, 
proud of their young maternity : or came to visit her, 
and spoke of domestic matters commonly — ^interests 
which she could never create or enjoy, and yet for 
which the natural yearning was ever present. 
* The beautiful devotional episode in the Eamayun. 
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"Why did he go fix)m me?" she would cry to herself, 
often with low moaning; "why leave me alone?" 
" Why did they not make me Sutee with him ? Could 
I not even now be burned, and go to him?" And if 
these thoughts changed, it was to the idea of a new 
wife for her father, who, perhaps, would be as a sis- 
ter. If a brother were bom, what a new source of 
pleasant care and occupation ! Yet this had its dark 
side also. "Would she be friendly to her and her 
mother? and if not " 

Her father and mother observed when gloomy 
thoughts beset her, and when she became excitable 
and nervous in her manner, and they did their best 
to cheer them away. " She might yet be happy in 
doing charitable acts," they said, " in reading holy 
books, in meditation, in pilgrimages ; and they 
would go with her to Benares and live there." "Why 
not," the Shastree would say; "why not, daughter? 
. We have but thee, and thou hast only us ; it will be 
good to live and die in the holy city." 

Well, it sufl&ced for the time, and there were in- 
tervals when people's tongues were quiet, and these 
were happy days because so tranquil, and Tara had 
given herself and her destiny into her father's hands. 

"Do with me as thou wilt, father,*' she said ; 
" what is good to thee is best for me ; but do not risk 
anything of thy honoured name for one so hopeless as 
1 am. Why should I be a mockery to myself? It 
may cost me a pang to part with all these ; " and she 
would pass her hand through those long, glossy, curl- 



24 TARA: 

ing tresses ; " and ye too will grieve to see them gone, 
and your poor Tara shaved and degraded ; but there 
is no help for it, and the honour of your house is 
more to your daughter than these ornaments. With- 
out them I should be a comfort to ye, and at peace 
with the world and with myself; with them, only a 
source of disgrace and calumny, and I were better 
dead. Yes, let us go to Benares, to Nassuk — any- 
where — so that I leave my shame behind me." 

If that poor struggling heart were laid open, was 
there nothing in its depths which, as she spoke it, 
combated this resolve fiercely and unremittingly? 
If it had not been so, she would have been more than 
human. There was the natural repugnant dread of 
this disfigurement and disgrace. Worse, far worse, 
the endurance of the after-life — the life of child- 
less barren widowhood of which she knew and saw 
daily sad examples. She knew of the bitter expe- 
rience of such widows, when all modest retirement, 
respect, and honour of virgin or married life was dis- 
carded with the ceremonial rites, and men's insult 
and women's contempt took their place: and that 
from this there was no refuge till death. 

When she shuddered at these truths — ^they were no 
delusions and her soul rebelled against them — some 
ideal being, mingling his life with hers, caressing the 
beauty she was conscious of possessing, would pre- 
sent itseK in dreamy visions, waking or sleeping, and 
beset her in terribly seductive contrasts. The very- 
books she read ofiered such to her imagination. There 
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were no demigods now, no heroes fighting for the 
glory of Hinduism, as related in the Eamayun ; but 
there were ideal examples of nobility — of bravery — 
of beauty, which enthralled her fancy, and led it to 
portray to her realities. Yet there was no reality, and 
could be none. She had not seen any one to love, and 
never could see any one. Who would care for her — 
a widow — ^who could love a widow? And yet the 
dreams came nevertheless, and her poor heart suJBfered 
terribly in these contests with its necessity. After 
all, it was more the calmness of despair than convic- 
tion of higher motive which brought to her lips words 
such as we have recorded: — "she would leave her 
shame behind her." 

But her parents did not go, and the rites were de- 
ferred indefinitely. Last year they were to have gone 
to Nassuk for the purpose to their relatives ; but the 
planets were not propitious, or the business of the 
temple and its ceremonies interfered. This year, 
when the cold season was nearly over, in the spring, 
at the Bussunt festival, if the conjunctions were 
fevourable, "they would see about it." They did not 
get over the — " if" 

So here were the two great cares of the household. 
Which was the heaviest ? To the Shastree, certainly, 
Tara's ceremony of widowhood. His own marriage 
was a thing which concerned himself only, and, at 
the worst, he could adopt an heir; but that Tara 
should be a reproach to him, the revered Shastree 
and priest, and remain a reproach among women — it 
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could not be. The caste were becoming urgent, and 
the Gooroo, or spiritual prince, the " Shunkar Bhaxtee 
Sw^mi," whose agents travelled about enforcing dis- 
cipline and reporting moral and ceremonial trans- 
gressions, sent him word, privately and kindly, that 
the matter should not be delayed. He quite ap- 
proved of the ceremony being performed at Benares 
or at Nassuk, out of sight, for the old man knew 
Tara — ^knew her sad history, and admired her learn- 
ing and perseverance in study. At his last visit, 
two years before, he had put up in the Shastree's 
house, and had treated the girl as his daughter ; but 
the requirements of the caste were absolute, and were 
she his own daughter he dared not to have hesitated. 

But we have made a long digression. 

"Come, daughter," said Anunda, "cast that sheet 
about thy head. It strikes me that men look at 
thee too earnestly now as we pass the bazaar, and 
the morning air is chill from the night rain." 

"Nay, dear mother, not so. Am I a Toorki 
woman to veil my face?" said Tara, quickly. "Am 
I ashamed of it ? Art thou, mother V 

"If thou wert not so beautiful, Tara. I dread 
men's evil eyes on thee, my child, and I dread men's 
tongues more." 

"Ah, mother! I dread neither," replied the girl. 
" They have done me no harm as yet, and if my 
heart is pure and *sutee'* before God and the Holy 
Mother, she will protect me. She has told me so 

* Chaste and faithfuL 
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often, and I believe it Come — I think — ^I think," 
she added, with an excited manner, as she clasped 
her heavy gold zone about her waist, her bosom 
heaving rapidly beneath the silken folds over it> and 
her eyes glowing strangely, "I think, mother, she 
came to me last night in my dream. She was very 
beautiful, 0, very beautiful ! She took hold of my 
hair, and said, ' Serve me, Tara, I will keep it for 
thee/" 

"Tara! art thou dreaming still?'' exclaimed An- 
unda. " Holy Mother ! what light is in thine eyes ? 
Put the thought far from thee, dearest ; it is but 
the echo of what thy father said last night when he 
comforted us both — ^it will pass away." 

" Perhaps so, mother," answered the girl, abstract- 
edly. "Yet it seemed so real, 1 think I feel the 
touch on my hair still. I looked at it when I rose, 
and combed it out, but I saw nothing. Yes, it will 
pass away — everything passes away." 

" And what was she like, Tara ?" asked her mother, 
imable to repress her curiosity. 

"0 mother, I was almost too dazzled to see. I 
am even now dazzled, and if I shut my eyes the 
vision is there. There ! " cried the girl, closing her 
eyes and pointing forward, " there, as I saw it I The 
features are the same; she is small, shining like 
silver, and her eyes glowing, but not with red fire 
like those in the temple. mother, she is gone ! " 
she continued, after a pause, " she is gone, and I can- 
not describe her." 
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"Didst thou tell this to him — to thy father, 
Tara?" asked her mother, much excited. 

"Yes, mother. I awoke before him and could not 
sleep again. I got up and drew water for him to 
bathe. I tended the fire, and sat down to read. Then 
he went and bathed ; and when he had come out of 
the temple* and put on dry clothes, I read part of 
the 'Geeta' to him, but I was trembling, and he 
thought I was cold. Gradually I told him " 

"And what said he, daughter V asked her mother, 
interrupting her. 

"He seemed troubled, mcrt;her, and yet glad, I 
could not say whicL He said he would ask 'the 
Mother ' after the morning hymn was ended." 

"Come then, Tara, we will go to him at once. 
Nay, girl, as thou art, thy words have given me 
strength, my pearl ; come." 

• Most Bramlums perform their early morning worship after 
bathing in cold water, and with their garments still wet. 



CHAPTER III. 

The Poorans relate that the goddess Doorga, Kalee, 
or Bhowani, the wife of Siva, once slew a frightful 
giant named Muhfesha, having the head of a wild 
buffalo, to the great relief of the people who suffered 
from its existence ; and Hindus generally believe 
that this event took place at Tooljapoor in the Dek- 
han. Toolja is another name for Bhowani or Kalee, 
and hence Tooljapoor — ^the city of Toolja. After the 
monster was slain, and the presence of the goddess 
was no longer required on earth, she left the form she 
had appeared in as witness of what had been done, 
changed it to stone, and it was in after years discov- 
ered in the ravine where the monster had been slain. 
The image still remains where it is alleged to have 
been first found, and where certain miraculous indica- 
tions of its presence were made. A temple was built 
over it, and a town gradually gathered round the tem- 
ple, which became famous throughout India, and is 
frequented by pilgrims from all quarters. It is now the 
idol worshipped there, and is a figure of black marble, 
or perhaps basalt, highly polished, small, but of elegant 
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proportions, with features of the pure BKndu type. The 
eyes are composed of large uncut rubies ; and, as the 
image stands upon its altar, clothed in a woman's gar- 
ment, in the small dark sanctum of the temple, they 
have always a strange, weird, and, to the worshippers, 
a fascinating appearance, glittering through the gloom 
and smoke of lamps and incense always burning. 

The temple is a very picturesque object, from its 
situation in a deep glen, the bottom of which is 
nearly fiUed by it. Pious worshippers, and votiudes 
from time to time, have enriched it by bmldings and 
courts surrounded by cloisters, ascending one above 
the other, connected by flights of steps : and in these 
courts are several cisterns, fiUed from springs in the 
sides of the hill. One of them, peculiarly sacred, as 
believed to come from the Ganges, gushes from a 
cow's mouth carved in the rock, and enters a large 
basin and reservoir: and in all these cisterns pilgrims 
to the shrine, both male and female, must bathe before 
they can worship the image. Crowded by these pil- 
grims from all parts of India, of various colours and 
physiognomies, languages and costumes, men and 
women, — ^bathiag, ascending or descending the broad 
flights of steps, pouring into the lower courts in 
dense throngs, chanting mystic adorations, and singing 
hymns in different languages and accents ; it is im- 
possible to conceive a more picturesque or exciting 
scene than they present on occasions of particular 
festivals, or, in general, on the day of the full moon 
of every montL 
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The town of Tooljapoor adjoins the temple walls 
on three sides, and ascends from them — the terraced 
houses clinging, as it were, to ledges of the rugged 
glen — on the north and south. On the east, the 
ascent is more regular ; and the principal street 
slopes from the crest of the tableland down to the 
first flight of steps leading to the first court, and 
thence down successive flights of steps, through other 
courts, to the lowest, which is the largest, and in 
which stands the principal shrine, surrounded by 
cloisters and other buildings. Large tamarind, pee- 
pul, and other trees, have grown accidentally among 
the cliffs aroimd, or have been planted in the courts, 
and have flourished kindly, affording grateful shade ; 
so the result, in the mingling of foliage and buildings 
of many styles in the temple — surrounded by the 
rugged sides of the ravine, occasionally precipitous: — 
and the terraced houses, temples, and other buildings 
of the town above them — is remarkably picturesque, 
and even beautiful. 

The temple ravine opens into another of large 
dimensions which, in the form of an irregular semi- 
circle, is perhaps a mile long by nearly half of a 
mile at the broadest part of the diameter, narrowing 
to its mouth. It is called the Eam Durra, and opens 
gradually beyond the hills, upon one of the great im- 
dulating plains of the Dekhan. To the north, the 
large ravine presents the appearance of an amphi- 
theatre with precipitous sides, from which, in rainy 
weather, a number of small but lofty cascades de- 
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scend firom the tableland above, and form the head of 
a small river which eventually falls into the Bheema. 

The hills which bound the ravine are about four 
hundred feet high, and are, in fact, the edge of a very 
extensive plateau called the Bala Ghaut, which ex- 
tends nearly a hundred miles, with only a slight 
descent, towards the east ; and, after ascending to the 
town of Tooljapoor from the ravine, a flat plain is 
reached, on which the greater portion of the town 
stands. One promontory of the entrance of the great 
ravine juts out past and bounds the temple on the 
left or south side, and along its face is the road by 
which the ascent is made fix)m the plain below. The 
hiU then turns round sharp to the east, with precipi- 
tous sides, leaving a level plain of a few himdred yards 
in width between the town and the declivity. 

On the edge of this precipitous side, to the south, 
are two other temples, also holy. One, a tall octagon 
building, now covers the rock on which the goddess 
is stated to have alighted from heaven when she 
came to engage the monster who lived in the ad- 
joining ravine ; and the other, a little further on, and 
much more ancient, is situated at, and encloses the 
head of a spring which fills a cistern, as it trickles 
down the precipice at all seasons of the year. This 
is also a sacred place, and is called "PS-p-nSs," or 
"the sin-destroyer;" and the legend says that the 
goddess bathed in this spring, and washed the mon- 
ster's blood from her hands, after she had slain him ; 
so it is held sacred. 



A MAHRATTA TALK. 33 

Truly the whole comer of the plateau is very beau- 
tiful The quaint old town hanging literally on the 
mountain edge : the deep gloomy ravine of the tem- 
ple opening out to the larger one : the precipices and 
rugged hills to the west and north, and the beautiful 
undulating plain to the south, over which the eye 
wanders as over a map for fifty miles or more, check- 
ered with thriving villages and their rich fields and 
gardens, — form a striking tissemblage of objects. But 
the interest centres in the temple itself, with its gilded 
spires and picturesque groups of buildings, as well as 
its strange effect in the position in which it hets been 
placed, attesting, no doubt, in the opinion of the 
people — if there were any question on the subject 
— the truth of the legend. 

It wiU be understood from the foregoing, that 
the town is situated considerably above the temple, 
and part of it on the level ground of the pla- 
teau or plain. The Shastree's house was on the 
edge of the crest of the ground, looking to the 
south over the ravine of the temple, the cliffs, 
and a portion of the town beyond, across the small 
plain which lay between the edge of the temple 
ravine and the precipitous side of the mountain, 
and thence over the plain which, in the far dis- 
tance, mingled with the sky. To the south-east 
the line of hills was rugged and broken, descend- 
ing by steep spurs into the lower plain ; but from 
its edge, all round to the north, the eye followed 
a fair, rich country, sloping eastwards, covered 
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with grain-fields, through which the small river 
Boree, here only a brook, pursued a quiet course 
among the town gardens. Again, to the north and 
west, looking into and across the large wild ravine, 
were the precipices of the Eam Durra, and the rugged 
basalt hills beyond them. So, wherever you turned, 
it was a fair or wild scene alternately ; and stand- 
ing upon the terrace of the Shastree*s house, or sit- 
ting in a small chamber ^hich had been built over 
one of the comer rooms, you could see all that has 
been told ; and very beautiful it was. 

The Shastree had travelled in his pilgrimages all 
over India. He had seen wilder and grander scenes 
perhaps, but none pleasanter to live in, than this cool, 
breezy, healthful moimtain town, enhanced by the 
presence of one of the holiest shrines in the coimtry. 
Here he must bear his misfortune calmly ; and though 
his necessity urged the change we have alluded to, 
he never issued from his door and looked over the fair 
prospect about him, or performed the sacrificial cere- 
monies at the temple, without being strengthened in 
his desire to live and die here ; and therefore the 
struggle in regard to his daughter was the more 
bitter. 

That morning he had risen xmrefreshed — his sleep 
had been restless. Something in one of the books 
he had been explaining to Tara in the evening had 
brought up the subject of widowhood and its con- 
sequences and obligations, and the message of his 
spiritual prince had been discussed with much grief 
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and misery to all. There seemed to be no evasion of 
them possible — ^the rites must be fulfilled ; and he had 
again spoken of Benares, and Tara had simply and 
meekly given herself into his hands, and prostrated 
herself before him and her mother in submission. 
She was no doubt excited ; and her first communica- 
tion in the morning startled him exceedingly. 

You, Christian reader ! must not try his feelings 
by your own standard. You live under a holier and 
simpler faith. If in the ordinary occurrences of life, 
and its joys and sorrows, there is little difference be- 
tween you, it is very different in regard to faitL 
You have but one object of calm, loving, trustful, 
humble adoration. He, as all educated Hindus, be- 
lieved in the same one God, but it was overlaid by a 
gorgeous and picturesque mythology, and two dis- 
tinctions of — ^as he believed them to be — ^heavenly 
beings, to whom separately and collectively worship 
was due, and yet whose interests and designs were so 
different and apparently irreconcilabla 

His household faith was for the most part a pure 
theism ; but circumstances arising out of hereditary 
rights had placed him at the head of the local wor- 
ship of the dread goddess, whom, either lovingly or 
in deprecation of her possible wrath, he worshipped 
daily. But the worship of Doorga or Bhowani, as 
the wife of the creating and preserving power in 
her beneficence, and of the same power in her de- 
stroying aspect — in her wrath terrible and imrelent- 
ing — is perhaps more fascinating to women than to 
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men ; and, alternating with both aspects, a woman in 
all moods and in aU necessities, may most naturally 
perhaps apply to another woman, in whose power 
she believes, for sympathy and assistance. Has it 
not ever been so ? Greek, Eoman, Egyptian, Indian 
— nay, even Christian ? 

Nevertheless the Shastree believed, not lovingly 
perhaps, but in deprecation of wrath ; while his wife 
and daughter, unable to follow the mystically subtle 
metaphysical creeds of the Veds and Shastras, saw in 
their Goddess enough to fill their hearts with practi- 
cal faith in, and reliance upon, her power over their 
destinies. To her, both had addressed their vows and 
daily supplications, very simply and earnestly, for this 
devotion of their lives to her was all they could give, 
if their prayers were granted. 

What wonder, then, that Tara's vision agitated him ? 
The Shastree knew of many women on whom the spirit 
of the goddess in divine afflatus had descended. They 
were possessed by her : they spoke and prophesied 
when they were full of her presence : and he dreaded 
them while he worshipped the power displayed. As 
Tara told him her dream, and the service the Goddess 
had asked, could it be real ? Gould his daughter, as 
an inspired priestess, ever speak before the image? 
That, however, must be tried without delay, and he 
hastened more rapidly than usual to the temple, hav- 
ing bid her follow when her mother was ready. 

He arrived £ts the ceremonies of bathing and dress- 
ing the image were being performed by the inferior 
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priesthood, and, these concluded, the morning service 
begaa We need not detail it — the decking of the 
altar with flowers, the marking the forehead of the 
image with the sacred colours, the oflferings of daUy 
food and sacred elements with flowers, and the sing- 
ing of mystic hymns. Vyas Shastree was speedily 
joined by other Bramhuns and priests, and bare- 
headed, naked to the waist, carrying the sacred fire 
and sacrificial offerings, and chanting hymns with 
the accompaniment of clashing cymbals and lutes. 
Thus the procession was passing round and roimd 
the temple, and the simple but strange melody rising 
and falling amidst the buildings, trees, and cliffs, and 
filling the ravine with soimd, as Tara and her mo- 
ther gained the outer gate, and began to descend the 
steps which led to the lower court. 

Ordinarily they did not bathe in the sacred cistern 
where, from the carved stone cow's mouth, the stream 
of the holy spring gushed sparkling into the basin ; 
but Tara paused as they passed it. She had felt more 
and more excited as she neared the temple, and the 
melody of the hymn and the clashing of the cymbals, 
as they came up together through the trees in the still 
air, had added to the effect already produced in her 
mind by her dream. 

" Mother," she said, hesitatingly — " mother, ought 
I not to bathe here? Can I go into the presence, 
even with these garments on me, after what the Holy 
Mother said last night? They should be wet and 
pure.'* 
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" It w too cold for thee, my chfld," replied Anunda. 
" CJome, Tara^ come on ; the hymn will be finished ere 
we can join — come." 

^ No, mother, I am hot — burning ; something urges 
tm to the well^ and I cannot resist it. Mother, I must 
be jmre before the shrine. May I go ?" 

** Tlie spirit of the goddess is with her, truly," 
thought her mother. " Gk), Tara, it may refresh thee," 
who «ttld ; " and there are dry clothes in the temple, 
do, b(3 quick, my child ! " 

The girl descended the steps into the basin, and, 
tiirwlrjg to the ea«t, poured libations from her hands to 
tlM^ four quarters of the earth ; then the three libations 
to tlw «un, Haying a short hymn from the Veda. Then 
folh^wed lier prayer to the goddess. " Holy Mother, 
d/> wliAt thou wilt with me ; take me, leave me, or 
urn itm BM thou wilt, but do not cast me away! 
]|<il)/>l4, I come!" Then she stepped forth from 
tlie baain, her silk garment clinging to her sweet 
furm, and revealing its perfect proportions more than 
tbi« innate modesty of her mind permitted ; hastily, 
therefore, she shook it free from her limbs, while her 
nuitUtiv wrung the water from the ends. 

" I am ready now," she said, simply ; " come, 
mother, I will go to her pure, and sit before her. If 
tiha want* Tara she will speak. Come! " 

Her mother had observed her glistening eye and 
tfhiwiug cheek, which even the chill of the water did 
IImI* ttululue, and sowing the expression of her face, 
HM (^hM Htti^eutUul ftH>m tho basin, was changed from 
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its habitual sadness to one of excited triumph, she 
caught the infection herself, and seized Tara by the 
hand. "Come," she cried, " Jey Kalee," "Victory to 
Kalee!" And so they descended the steps more 
rapidly, while the music of the hymn and the clash 
of the deep-toned cymbals resounded through the 
lower court, and seemed to be echoed and repeated 
in the cliflFs and buildings above and aroimd them. 

The procession of Bramhims and priests was 
turning the comer of the temple as Tara and her 
mother met it in the full swell of the music. Usu- 
ally the girl and her mother fell in behind, reveren- 
tially and calmly, and followed it as it passed roimd. 
Now, however, the Shastree and his companions 
were amazed to see Tara separate herself from her 
mother, and put herself at the head of the party, toss 
her arms into the air, and join in the hymn they 
were singing — Pleading them on more rapidly than 
they had moved before. The Shastree marked that 
she had bathed, and that her wet garments dripped 
as she went along. " She is pure," he thought ; 
" she has prepared herseK, and if the goddess will 
take her, it is her wilL There is something in this 
that cannot be stayed." 

The other Bramhims stopped, still chanting, and 
looked to Vyas Shastree with wonder for some ex- 
planation, which was as quickly given. "The god- 
dess spoke to her last night, and will not be repelled,'" 
he said. " Go on, 4o not stop her ; let her do as she 
lista" 
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No one dared stop her, or touch Tara. The height 
of excitement, or, as they thought, inspiration, was 
in her eye, and that sweet face was Ufted up with a 
holy rapture. She seemed to fly rather than to walk, 
so completely had her feelings carried her forward ; 
and as she moved she looked behind to those follow- 
ing, still chanting with them, her arms waved above 
her head, and beckoning them onwards. They could 
not resist the influence. So they passed on, round 
and round the temple, still singing. Other morning 
worshippers, attracted by the strange sight, joined 
them, or stood by wondering till the hymn was 
finished. Then Tara, noticing no one, entered the 
porch of the temple rapidly, and, advancing alone, 
knelt down before the door of the inner shrine in front 
of the image, and they watched her silently. 

What did she see to cause that earnest look ? The 
image was familiar to alL The light of the lamps 
within shone out strongly on the kneeling figure, 
shrouded in its wet clinging drapery, but hardly 
illuminated the gloomy space in the deep outer ves- 
tibule, around which the spectators arranged them- 
selves reverentially. The ruby eyes of the Goddess 
glittered with a weird brilliance from among the 
cloud of incense burning before her ; and the fragrant 
smoke, issuing from the door, wreathed itself about 
her form and ascended to the roof, and hung about 
the pillars of the room. 

Those looking on, almost expected the image would 
move, or speak, in greeting or in reprehension of the 
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young votary, and the silence was becoming almost 
oppressive when the girl's lips moved: "Mother," 
she cried, in her low musical voice — " Mother ! 
Holy Mother! Tara is here before thee. What 
wouldst thou of her?" And she leant forward, 
swinging her body to and fro restlessly, and stretch- 
ing forth her hands. " Mother, take me or leave me, 
but do not cast me away ! ** She could only repeat 
this simple prayer, for the yearning at her heart could 
find no other words ; but her bosom heaved as though 
it would burst the bodice, and her hands and arms, 
with her whole frame, trembled violently. 

" She is possessed, brother," said another priest to 
her father. "What hath come to her? When did 
this happen ?" 

" Peace," said the father, in a hoarse whisper ; " dis- 
turb her not : let what will happen, even if she die. 
She is in hands more powerful than ours, and we 
are helpless. Tara, my child ! my child !" 

" Mother, dost thou hear ? I will do thy bidding," 
again murmured the girl. "Come, come! as thou 
wast in my dream. So come to Tara! Ah, yes, 
she comes to me! Yes, Holy Mother, I am with 
thee ;" and, stretching forth her arms, she sank down 
on her face, shuddering. 

"She is djring; my child! my pearl!" cried her 
mother, frantically, who had been with difl&culty re- 
strained, and who rushed forward. " Will none of ye 
help r 

" Touch her not, Anunda," exclaimed her hus- 
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band, holding her back ; " this brooks no interference. 
Let her lie and do as the mother would wish her ; 
this will pass away." So they gathered round Tara 
and watched her. She was tranquil now, not shud- 
dering : the fair round arms were stretched out to- 
wards the shrine, and the light fell on the rippled 
glossy hair, which had escaped from the knot behind, 
and hung over her face and neck, shrouding them in 
its heavy waves. 

*' Let us chant the hymn to the praise of Doorga," 
said the old Pundit who had before spoken ; " brothers, 
this is no ordinary occurrence. Many come and 
feign the divine aflBlatus, but there hath been nothing 
so strange as this in my memory ; " and, striking a few 
chords on the vina he held in his hand, the hymn — a 
strange wild cadence — ^wets begun. The sound filled 
the vaulted chamber, and was taken up by those 
outside who crowded the entrance. Still she moved 
not, but lay tranquilly; the full chorus of the men's 
voices and the clashing of the cymbals were not 
apparently heeded by her. As it died away, there 
was a faint movement of the arms, and gradually 
she raised herself to her knees, tossed back the hair 
from her face and neck, which fell over her shoulders 
and back, and looked around her wildly for a mo- 
ment ; then, seeing her mother, she leaned towards 
her £is she advanced, and, stretching forth her arms 
and clasping her knees, hid her face in her garment, 
and sobbed convulsively. 

" My child, I am here ; I am with thee," said 
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Anunda, supporting her, and herself sobbing hysteri- 
cally. " Speak ! what is it ? What hast thou seen ? 
My daughter, my sweet one, speak to us !" 

"Water, mother, water! my throat is parched! 
I cannot speak. Is she gone ?" 

"Who, Tara?" 

"The Holy Mother; she was with me— she entered 
into me. mother, what can I do ? Where am I ?" 

" Here is water for thee, Tara ; drink." 

She tried to do so, but gasped at every attempt ; 
at last she swallowed a little, and was relieved. " She 
was not angry, mother," she said, smiling. "Did 
you not hear her speak ? What did I answer ?" 

" No, my child," said her father ; " thou wert silent, 
and we feared the goddess had taken thy spirit ; but 
thou livest, and we are grateful" 

Tara turned to her father with an imploring look 
for silence, and again, but now calmly, prostrated 
herself before the image, while the brilliant ruby 
eyes seemed, to those who beheld them, to glow still 
more brightly through the smoke of the incensa 

" Holy Mother of the gods," she said, in a low voice 
of prayer, " I am thy slave. I fear thee no longer. 
Blessed Mother, I will love thee, who art kind to 
Tara. . . . Here will I live and die with thee accord- 
ing to thy word." Then she arose and continued to 
him : " Come, father ; behold, I am calm now." 

"She is accepted, brethren," said the old priest, 
turning to the others; " let us do her honour. With 
no life for the world, let her widowhood remain in 
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the Mother's keepmg: she has chosen her, let no man 
gainsay it. Come, daughter, let me mark thee as 
she would have it done;" and, entering the shrine, 
he took several of the garlands from the neck of the 
image, and a small vessel containing water in which 
were the leaves of the sacred Toolsee ; dipping his 
finger into which, he marked her gently on the fore- 
head, sprinkling some on her head, on which he 
placed his hands as he said the incantation which 
denoted the presence of the divinity. Then he hung 
the garlands about her neck, and the fragrant red 
powder of the morning sacrifice being handed to 
him, he drew some gently across her forehead and 
bade her stand up. 

" Jey Toolja ! " " Victory to Toolja !" was shouted 
by the attendant priests and worshippers. " Victory 
to the Holy Mother!" "Victory to her votary!" 
" Let us take her in procession !" " Let us go with 
her !'' cried all aroimd. 

" Ah, no, friends," said the girl, rising modestly ; 
" ye see but a poor helpless child who was in grief, 
and whom the Mother has comforted. Leave me! 
let me go! I would go home. Mother, take me 
away ! Father, do thou come with me !" 

"It may not be, daughter," said the old priest, 
kindly; " we must neglect nothing, else it were dan- 
gerous for thee and for us. Bring a palkee,"* he 
shouted to the attendant priests, " and get the music 
ready, and flowers too, and offerings for the PS-p-n&s. 
* An open litter. 
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Yes, brother," he continued to her father, " for once 
I usurp thy office ; thou knowest what is needed. 
Come, let us not delay." 

Tara looked imploringly at her father ; she would 
fain have escaped the public procession if she could. 
She only wanted now to get home unperceived, and 
to hide herself in her chamber. What had she done 
to be so honoured — ^to be so noticed ? 

" It must be, my child,'* he said ; " this cannot be 
begun and abandoned ; let not thy heart fail thee, 
the Holy Mother will be with thee. Come ! " 

Tara yielded : she bent reverently before the old 
priest, and touched his feet, then her father's, and 
going round the Bramhuns assembled she did the 
same ; last of all her mother's, who was sobbing, yet 
not in sorrow. " Come," she said, " I am ready ; do 
with me as ye list. Ye are my elders, and I obey." 



CHAPTER IV. 

So they led Tara forth and placed her in the open 
palankeen, and, as they decked her with flowers, and 
strewed garlands over its canopy, the temple music 
struck up a joyous marriage measure. Then, as the 
bearers moved gently forward, her father and mother 
holding the sides of the litter, the priests arranged 
themselves on all sides of it, and began another 
solemn chant of victory to the goddess. 

By this time, news of the event had passed on into 
the town, and it was the hour when all the people 
were astir. Men and women, collected in groups, 
heard strange tales of how the goddess had appeared 
to Tara and taken her away to heaven ; again, that 
she had died before the shrine, and they were bring- 
ing away her body. The general conviction was, 
that she had died, and many women, collected in 
knots, were weeping bitterly and beating their breasts. 
But as the temple trumpets and conchs blew a sud- 
den and quivering blast, and the glad music was 
heard with the chant, now rising, now falling, as 
the procession slowly ascended the steps, and tra- 
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versed the cotirt, — and at last, as it emerged from the 
gateway and entered the broad street which led to 
the centre of the town, — the popular enthusiasm knew 
no bounds. "JeyTooljal" "JeyKaleel" "Bome! 
Borne 1" the cries of victory — ^were taken up from 
those who led the procession, leaping and shouting. 
Many ran for incense or for garlands : men and 
women thronged from street and aUey and joined the 
procession as it moved up ; others stood upon the 
terraces of their houses and waved garments or hand- 
kerchiefs, or himg out cloths from the balconies 
and windows. " Jey Toolja!" " Jey Bhowani!'' 
shouted all who came. PUgrims from the Ganges, 
Sunniasis holding aloft their withered arms ; Gosaees 
with their orange clothes and matted locks, strange, 
wild, eerie folk, — ^issued from archways where they 
had slept, or vaults where they had lodged; and stiU 
the crowd swelled, and the shouting, and through 
aU, and over all, the solemn chant and the hoarse 
and shrill quivering notes of the trumpets. 

Few knew why this was, but the procession ad- 
vanced out of the temple gate, so it belonged to it ; 
and as the girl passed, seated calmly now in her litter, 
flowers were cast on her, incense was burned before 
her, and fragrant powder thrown over her, with bless- 
ings. Her old friends, the flower-sellers, emptied their 
morning baskets of jessamine over her, and touched 
her feet reverentially; and the old confectioner, who 
had always kept a sweet morsel for his yoimg friend, 
threw showers of comfits upon her litter, and in his 
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excitement generously flung the contents of his bas- 
kets among the crowd. 

So they passed on, through the eastern gate, and 
over the plain which led to the P&p-n§,s temple, and 
the sun was now rising over the distant purple hills 
in great glory among gorgeous golden clouds. As 
the first beams fell upon the procession, the priests 
changed their hymn to that in adoration of the Sim, 
from the Vedas, which we adopt from a free transla- 
tion: — 

** Risen in majestic blaze, 
Lo the Universe's eye, 
Vast and wondrous host of rays, 
Shineth brightly in the sky. 



** See, he followeth the Dawn, 
Brilliant in the path above, 
As a youth by beauty drawn 
Seeks the maiden of his love. 

** Hear us, ye gods, this day ! 
Hear us graciously, we pray ; 
As the Sun his state begins, 
Free us from all heinous sins. 

" Mitra, Varun, Aditi — 

Hear, hear us graciously ! 
Powers of Ocean, Earth, and Air, 
Listen, listen, to our prayer."* 

And the people still shouted the cry of the Goddess, 
or joined in the hymn of the priests, till the small 
temple was reached. 
The ceremonies there were brief and simple. Tara 

* * Specimens of Old Indian Poetry, translated from the original 
Sanskrit.' By R. T. H. Griffith, A.M. 
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bathed in the sin-cleansiDg basin, but she would not 
change her wet garments, still resisting her mother. 
Once more were holy texts and incantations said oyer 
her by aU the priests collectively ; and for the last 
time they led her round and round the little shrine 
and court of the spring, chanting a h3rnm of praise ; 
her feither leading, but submitting to the old priest 
who has already been mentioned. It was finished, and 
her new life began. The excitement which had pos- 
sessed her and carried her on was already passing 
away, and giving place to a sick weariness and irre- 
pressible languor, which not only her face but her 
limbs expressed. 

" She will need careful tending for a long time, 
brother," said the old priest to her father. ** Give 
her a cooling drink of tookee and tamarinds, sweet- 
ened with honey ; put her into dry clothes, and let her 
rest quietly; she may not even speak for many days; 
for so I have known it. Let us take her home." 

" I am thankful to ye all, Mends and brethren,'* 
said the Shastree, much affected. " This manifesta- 
tion hath filled me with many cares, for we were 
not votaries of the Goddess : Now she hath come 
into the house, and the service she exacts is rigid, 
yet we wiU obey and do her will If ye will depart 
and leave us, take my blessing." 

" Nay, say not so,'' cried all who were near. ** Let 
us take her home ; and in honour and duty let this 
rite be finished." So the procession was again formed, 
and in the same order that it had reached the temple, 
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it again returned to the town -gate, and wound 
through the streets, thronged with curious gazers, to 
the door of the Shastree's dwelling, where the priest 
and Bramhuns were dismissed with thanks, and those 
only remained who were specially bidden to do so. 

Tara's exhaustion had been increasing since the 
ceremony was concluded; and the wet garments about 
her, which had not been felt while the excitement 
lasted, now struck a chill into her which even dry 
clothes, cast over her by her mother, did not remove. 
She could not speak, and could hardly move from 
the litter as it was set down ; and when, supported 
by her mother and the servants, she reached the 
inner apartment, she sank helplessly in her mother's 
arms. But she was now in gentle, careful hands, and 
at rest ; and though she did not speak as yet, her 
gratefiil looks erelong expressed all the consciousness 
her mother longed to see. 

She had ever after only a confused recollection of 
what had occurred; and even as they came home 
there was a vacancy in her look which had seriously 
alarmed her parents. Her father could remember 
many such votaries, in whom the light of reason had 
been utterly quenched, and he trembled for his daugh- 
ter. We can account for the occurrence by rational 
causes : a long-continued mental excitement and sup- 
pressed care brought on by the nature of her own be- 
lief in, to her, that goddess of dread power, yet of sym- 
pathy with human requirements, — and its hysterical 
eflfe^t ; but to her father, and more so to her mother. 
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as also to all the priests of the temple and people of 
the town, it was a manifestation of the divine interest, 
and a claiming of the girl for her own peculiar service. 

We will not foUow the conference between the 
Shastree and his friends, which related to ceremonies 
to be performed and sacrifices to be oflfered : nothing 
must be neglected. One of them was the resident 
agent of the spiritual prince before alluded to, who 
had only a few days before delivered the friendly 
warning, now unneeded. " The Mother hath settled 
this matter herself, friends," he said, " and no one 
can resist it ; we will write collectively to the 
' Swami,* and tell him of it ; he, too, wiU be assured 
that this divine favour is the result of Vyas Shastree's 
piety, and his daughter's devotion to religious rites ; 
better this than worldly allurements and ties, sweet 
as they are.'' 

There was no dissentient voice. Nor in the town, 
nor among the caste, could any one impugn the act 
It had been involuntary and public. Thousands had 
witnessed it, and they bore testimony of the holy 
fervour which had animated all who accompanied 
Tara from the temple. All seemed to have caught a 
portion of the divine manifestation and enthusiasm. 

So every one said that the beautiful daughter of 
Vyas Shastree had become a Moorlee or priestess of 
the temple, and that the goddess herself had called 
her from her disgrace of widowhood to the glory of 
her own service. Was not this better than worldly 
ties ? Now she was free ! 
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Did Tara think so ? It was many weeks ere the 
feverish excitement passed away, during which the 
loving eyes glowed with unnatural lustre, and a fierce 
fire seemed to possess her. It was to be expected ; 
and she had skilful and tender attendance. With 
perfect rest and quiet, and simple remedies, it would 
pass away, they said, and it did so gradually, and 
Tara arose weaker, but calm. By-and-by she would 
be allowed to make her sacrificial oflferings, but not 
yet ; and till then her beloved books, the household 
worship, and occupation, were enough to occupy her. 

"Time enough," said the old Pundit, who fre- 
quently visited her and had become interested in 
her, " with a life of service to be done. When you 
are strong you shall come to us, but not till then." 

Was Tara satisfied ? If the dread of her shame 
had been removed, the void in her heart had not as 
yet been filled ; but the new life had to begin, and 
she would do her best, and so she comforted herself 

Were others satisfied? Yes. As we have said, 
most who knew her envied her lot, but some sneered, 
and already shook their heads. 

One man had looked at the distraught girl, as she 
was placed in the litter and covered with garlands, 
who was satisfied, yet not as the rest. More beau- 
tiful in the unconsciousness of her excitement than 
he had ever seen her before, — ^far more so, to his sight, 
iluui she had ever appeared while ordinarily attend- 
ing the temple worship with her mother, and where 
he had watched her for months past, Moro Trimmul 
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had joined the throng in order to observe her better. 
Being a Bramhun, he had closed up to the edge of 
the litter bareheaded and unnoticed, singing the 
hymns as one of the attendant priests, and had 
thus been able to accompany the procession, gloat- 
ing upon the girl's loveliness with an unholy desire. 
As the litter was taken up he fell out of the pro- 
cession, and, watching it depart, sat down alone 
on the edge of the cliflf looking over the plain, and 
by the side of the small stream which, issuing from 
the Pdp-nS^s temple, fell down the face of the rock in 
a sheet of foam. A girl's voice aroused him from a 
reverie which we dare not follow. 

" So the Pundit is not dancing back to the town 
as he came out, before the new Moorlee,'' she said 
ironically. 

"Nor thou either, Gunga. Dost thou not wel- 
come a new priestess ?" 

"I mai-vel at it," she continued, with a sneer; 
"thou wast looking enough at her. I dance before 
her? When she dances with us before the Mother, 
then she will be a true Moorlee — not else. Now I 
hate her ; I shall always hate her." 

" Ah ! she will never join ye," he returned ; " she 
is of another sort than the rest of ye : Gimga, thou 
art jealous of her beauty, girl" 

"By the Holy Mother, she shall not remain so, 
Moro Trimmul. She — a widow — ^to think of setting 
herseH above us ! That cat-faced girl ! If she has 
chosen to serve the Mother she must obey her rules. 



54 TABA: 

and be one of us. Think ye we will let her come 
there unless she is V 

The Bramhnn shook his head "I was thinking 
about her/' he said, absently. 

The girl sighed. "I thought so," she replied, 
"and thou wilt love me no more — ^no more now. 
Is it not so ? say it, if it is to be so." 

"Love thee!" returned the man, bitterly — "yes, 
as thou canst be loved — ^by gold. Hark ye, Gunga, 
make her as thou art ; get her into my power, and 
I will give thee a waistbelt of gold." 

"As heavy as hers ?" cried the girl, excitedly. 

" Thou shalt weigh the one against the other and 
thine shalt turn the scale — ^will that content thee ?" 

"Wilt thou? — ^shall it? Swear on my neck and 
my feet to give this, and I will do thy will. Yes, 
to humble her pride and her father's — ^who drove me 
from the temple one day, and I have hated him 
ever since. I shall hate thee too, afterwards; yet I 
will do it," cried the girl, excitedly, clapping her 
hands — "yet I will do it." 

" I swear," said the man, touching her neck. 
" Come and sit here by me." She did so, but neither 
spoke for some time. 

"Thou hast a sister, Moro Pundit, and she is 
beautiful She ought to have been married ere this. 
A little more time, and can it be done?" she said, 
breaking the silence. 

The Bramhun winced. " She was betrothed once," 
he said, " but the man died," 
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"Perhaps she was married," continued the girl,- 
with a sneer, "and she is as Tara Bye, or worse. 
Is it not so ?" 

" No ! by the Holy Mother, no V cried the Pundit, 
sharply, and with flashing eyes. "Breathe such a 
thing and I will have thy life. Beware what thou 
sayest, even to me ! A word more, and I fling thee 
down the precipice !" 

" 0, I fear not for my life," said the girl, care- 
lessly; "the Mother takes care of that, and I will 
say nothing, lest I should lose my pretty gold zone. 
But what of thy sister ? The Shastree wants a new 
wife, we hear ; Anunda Bye wants a son to cheer her 
and him, and why should not thy sister be taken 
there? If I do not err, she can have her chance. 
She is of a good age — why not ? Could she under- 
stand what to do ? Could she be taught ?'' 

"Ah!" said the Pundit, abstractedly, "I had 
thought of it too, but it seemed impossible. I do 
not know him — ^yes — if " 

" If ?— why if? Art thou afraid ? The girl is here 
— ^let me see her and know her, and leave the rest 
tons/' 

" Gunga," said the Bramhun, after a pause. " If 
thou canst bring this about — ^if thou canst get me 
speech of this Shastree " 

" Let me speak to the girl first. ' Eadha,' that is 
lier name, is it not? Let me see if she is resolute 
and as I hear of her. If she be, she shall have her 
desire; thou shalt have thine; and I — ah, yes! I 
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will have more gold. Yes/' she cried, clapping her 
hands again, " more gold ! I will have gold anklets, 
like Tara's. Why should she wear gold anklets 
and mine be only silver? Wilt thou give them? 
— all I can hope, now she hath taken thy love fix)m 
me " 

"When my sister is Vyas Shastree's wife thou 
mayst have what thou wilt, Gunga. I swear it to 
thee on thy neck and feet. Art thou content ? Yes, 
thou shalt see her now. Manage the matter as ye 
will, women's wits are sharper than mine. Now fol- 
low me unobserved," he said, rising. 

"Once more, Moro Pundit," continued Gunga, 
"tell me if the marriage can be performed now? 
Is there a fitting conjunction of planets ? — ^within a 
month?'' 

" Yes ; till the Now Eatree ;* after that not for a 
long time." 

" Enough to do, enough to do, in the time," mut- 
tered the girl to herself. " Hast thou any women 
with thee — any relations?" 

"Yes, her mother's sister — a widow; no more. 
Our mother is dead, my father is dead, and there are 
only ourselves left of a large family." 

^' Then the Shastree will like the connection all the 
better, and — ^ye are rich, they say. Yes, I will bring 
the widow and Anunda together." 

"We have enough. In that respect I can satisfy 
the Shastree fuUy." 

* Nine nights of Bhowani before the Duss^ra festival. 
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" Ah ! he will ask no questions. His wife is shrewd 
and clever, and wiU guide him/' she replied ; " but he 
will be careful about the horoscope of thy sister, for 
he is a great astrologer." 

" My aunt is wise, as you will find when you know 
her ; and as for the rest, Gunga, it is in my hands. 
I, too, am an astrologer, and can cast Eadha's nativity 
as I pleasa" 

The girl laughed heartily. '* Yes, it will answer," 
she said. " Now go by that path ; we must not be 
seen together. I will come to thee before noon ; we 
have no time to lose. Only remember thine oath, 
Moro Trimmul, and beware how thou triest to evade 
or deceive me. I would not hurt thee willingly ; 
and for the sake of No matter now," she con- 
tinued, gulping down what was rising in her throat, 
" no matter now. It is gone — I see no more of it in 
thine eyes." 

" I am in thy hands, Gunga, and may be trusted," 
he replied ; " nay, more, there may be better days for 
thee yet, girl " 

" No — no more. No more like the old ones," she 
said, shaking her head mournfully. " Only the gold 
now — only the gold ! " 



CHAPTEK V. 

"Yes, surely it is strange that the two nativities 
should fit so exactly," said Vyas Shastree to himseK, 
some days after the events recorded in the last chap- 
ter, as, seated by himself upon his dais, and having 
given orders not to be disturbed, he appeared absorbed 
in a table of nativity which lay before him ; " yes, it 
is strange indeed. The date of birth, the signs under 
which she was bom, and the few calculations which 
have been made by a master hand, all agree, as they 
ought to do ; and the result, as I have worked it out, 
is clear enough. This girl, bom at Wye, an utter 
stranger to me hitherto, and brought here by a chance 
pilgrimage, is proposed for me; and Anunda, Tara, 
and the old Josee,* will have it so. Yes, it is a curi- 
ous coincidence indeed ; but let me test these formulae 
again ; there may be error." 

While the Shastree is busy with some curiously ab- 
struse calculations upon his own and the other horo- 
scope he is considering, we must digress a little, to 
show by what steps Gunga*s plans, roughly shadowed 
* J(me — astrologer. 
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out to Moro Trimnml, as we have recorded, were appa- 
rently fast approaching a satisfactory completion. 

Negotiations had been satisfactorily opened by 
Anunda with Sukya Bye, the aunt of Moro Trimmul. 
This lady had, indeed, already become a great fa- 
vourite with Anunda and Tara, and she had been 
guided in her intercourse with them by the directions 
of Gunga. Eventually, the question of marriage, or 
otherwise, having passed the ladies favourably, rested 
with the Shastree himseH. 

The contrivances by which this result had been 
brought about were apparently too simple to cause 
suspicion. Yet they had been produced by carefully 
designed arrangement. It was first of all necessary 
to get Sukya Bye and Anunda acquainted, and this 
was brought about at the temple on the night of the 
ceremonies of the last full moon. The wife of the 
chief priest had the power to render the performance 
of the necessary worship convenient to any one she 
pleased. She could direct special attendance by assist- 
ant priests on her friends, and could reserve seats for 
them, on which they could see and hear to the best 
advantage. So as Sukya Bye, whose figure and dress 
bespoke her rank and respectability, was apparently 
vainly endeavouring to reach the shrine to make her 
offerings with other women, — Gunga, seeing her 
hustled and pushed about, assisted her as far as 
possible; and, feigning to be unable to do more, 
appealed to Anunda, who had herself noticed the 
old lady's struggles, for assistance to her. 
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Sukya Bye was one with whom it was no degrada- 
tion to be seen associating. Her tall figure, dressed 
in the richest of plain silk garments, and the heavy 
gold rings she wore roimd her arms, wrists, and 
ankles, betokened wealth, as did her shaved head that 
she was a widow ; and the stout Mahratta serving- 
men, who, armed with sword and buckler, attended 
her, proved that she was of some rank, certainly of 
very respectable position. 

Gimga had left her under Animda's care, and ere 
the ceremony was concluded the ladies had become 
excellent friends. It will be remembered that An- 
imda herself was from the western provinces of the 
Dekhan, and the dialect and intonation of the lady 
Sukya sounded pleasantly in her ears. Questions 
were asked, some mutual acquaintances discovered, 
and a visit by Anunda soon followed. 

Moro Trimmul, his aimt, and sister, lived or lodged 
but a short distance from the Shastree, and it soon 
came to pass that the ladies visited each other fre- 
quently. Sukya had a point to gain, so had her 
niece Eadha, and both worked in concert with the 
girl Gimga, to whom whatever happened was related. 
Her fresh instructions from day to day gidded them 
perfectly, not only to gaining the goodwill of mother 
and daughter, but of establishing a more aflfectionate 
interest in their concerns than would otherwise have 
arisen out of a common acquaintance. 

Sukya, proud of her own birth and connections, 
found Anunda perfectly in accord with herself on 
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that subject. She saw the wealth and comfort of the 
house, she led Anunda to detail their domestic cares, 
and offered her sympathy, which was accepted. " Ah, 
yes, if the Shastree would only marry again ! " said 
Anunda to her in confidence, " and there should be a 
son bom, they would take him to Benares and devote 
him to Siva. They had wealth ; yet without this it 
was a weight and a care to them, which increased 
rather than diminished." 

During these visits of confidence between the 
elders^ Tara and Eadha had their own pleasant time 
too, and Tara's trustful nature was easily won by the 
other. Eadha was ignorant, it was true, but she was 
to aU appearance open-hearted and simple, and she 
soon learned to feign that reverential yet intimate 
association with the beautiful widow and her mo- 
ther, which Gunga counselled, and which was indeed 
necessary to the success of the whole scheme. 

For some days Anunda made no communication 
to Sukya Bye of the subject nearest her heart ; but 
as she saw the intimacy of the two girls increase, 
and that the intercourse had served to turn Tara*s 
thoughts into new channels, and also that she herself, 
as she gradually gained strength, always found some 
pretext for a daily visit to her yoimg friend, the 
thought gradually pressed the more upon her mind, 
that here was a connection which was most desir- 
able for her husband ; and, finally, the question alone 
remained, whether Eadha's family would consent. 

Tara had no objection either. Indeed, from the first 
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sight of Eadha's present extreme beauty, and promise 
of its development — from her respectful, nay reveren- 
tial, demeanour to her mother, and her apparently lov- 
ing trustftdness of herself — she, too, began to think 
that a better selection could not be made, if her father 
were willing to take a second wife, than this girL 
So she grew to wish it. 

Therefore, with much exhortation to privacy, and 
in the fullest assurance of confidence, Animda had 
ventured to ask Sukya Bye, after aU reserve had 
been broken down, whether the alliance might be 
hoped for. She dwelt at length upon her husband's 
accomplishments and his wealth. He was not old ; 
many men married far beyond his age. Money was 
no object — ^it could be paid if necessary ; and she 
herself would be as a mother, and Tara a sister, to 
the new wife. In short, Anunda opened her whole 
heart to her new friend, and in the end foimd the 
sympathy she had expected. 

Yes, the more Sukya Bye considered the matter, 
the more, as she told Anunda, was she convinced it 
would be an admirable arrangement Eadha had 
once been betrothed as a mere child; the person 
had died lately, else they were to have been married 
this year. Delay had occurred because the intended 
husband was poor. He had not sufl&cient to pay the 
expenses of the ceremonies. Then Eadha*s father 
had died, then her mother, when Moro Trimmul was 
as yet a youth. He had made no provision for his 
sister. How could he ? So she remained unmarried. 
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Another connection must have been sought for this 
year, and Anunda's proposal was admirably timed. 

Now, all this was true enough in some respects, 
but not entirely. It was enough, however, for two 
persons to believe, whose affections were already 
enlisted in the progress of the matter; and such 
inquiries as they could make from people who knew 
Wye, confirmed what had been told them by their 
new acquaintance. 

Was the girl herself willing? Apparently she was. 
And she received, with all the bashfiilness and inte- 
rest necessary to the occasion, the proposal made to 
her by Tara on the part of her mother. Anunda had 
had her fears on this subject, lest the young and 
beautiftd girl should refuse to ratify what her aunt 
had proposed ; but beyond a natural shyness there 
seemed no objection. 

One doubt only remained, — were the horoscopes 
of the parties in good accordance ? " Moro Trimmul," 
SukyaBye said, "would never consent to give his 
sister where the planets did not provide good for- 
tune — in short, till he was satisfied there was no 
ceremonial objection or direct hindrance. And before 
the proposition was made to the Shastree — before, in 
short, the men were to discuss the proposed arrange- 
ment, Moro Trimmul wished to see the Shastree's 
horoscope, in order that the last point of doubt should 
be removed." He also would give his sister's to the 
Shastree, if the proposal were to be persevered in. 

Very unsuspectingly, therefore, did Anunda take 
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the scheme of her husband's nativity, his " Junum 
Putr,"* from the casket in which it was kept, and, 
with many injunctions as to its safety, gave it to 
Sukya Bye. It was not long detained ; and she was 
gratified by hearing that the Josee,f seated in an 
adjoining apartment, considered it a most happy 
one. "Might he copy a few portions? they had 
been so admirably calculated." And the dame had 
no objection. 

Certainly the plan had been well laid, and as yet 
well executed. No very deep persuasions were neces- 
sary with these simple unsuspecting people. The 
mother and daughter had yielded long ago ; and the 
result of the examination of the Shastree's Jimum 
Putr had removed the last obstacle which concerned 
him. The matter, as arranged, should be broken 
to him that evening on his return from the temple. 
And the lady Sukya suggested that he should examine 
her niece's horoscope as corroborative of his own. 

So Moro Trimmul had that day put the finishing 
touch to his work. He had been concealed when 
the lady Anunda brought the paper we have men- 
tioned; he had rapidly copied the principal points in 
the table, and noted all the most remarkable of the 
latter indications exhibited; and he knew that, before 
evening, he could prepare a corresponding document 
regarding his sister, which the Shastree himself could 
not detect. This was a branch of science which 
Moro Trimmul had studied deeply; and it was with 
* Lit, Birth letter. + Astrologer. 
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perfect confidence that he followed the astrological 
combinations relating to the Shastree, and con- 
structed, yet not with too minute detail, the table in 
his sister s name. 

Few Hindu parents care to have the Junum Putr, 
or " birth letter," of their daughters worked out ; but 
after Moro Trimmul had cast the table itself on an 
imaginary date of birth, two years later than the real 
age of his sister, and as if it had been done carelessly 
and then abandoned, he followed up several of the 
formula indicated, leaving the last incomplete. He 
felt assured, therefore, when the paper was submitted 
to the Shastree, that he would himself carry out the 
last calculation, which had been so arranged as to 
lead to the present time, and to a combination with 
his own. 

All had been finished. The paper on which it 
was written was new, but it was not paper of 
that part of the country ; it was from his own dis- 
trict. An ornamental border was quickly drawn 
round it, in red, black, and yellow lines ; the signa- 
tures of the witnesses to his sister's original and true 
Junum Putr were carefully copied; finally, the whole 
document was held over wood-smoke till it was of a 
proper brown colour, then rubbed and frayed at the 
edges, and creased here and there as if it had been 
often examined ; and, lastly, it was perfumed with 
camphor to remove the smell of wood-smoke, and 
with the odour of benzoin and sweet pastille. No 
one, without much difficulty, could have detected the 
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forgery ; and, without suspicion, the Shastree had set 
himself to work out the problem left unfinished — the 
occupation which we have already noted. 

On leaving their friends, after this early visit, in 
which the Juniim Putr was taken, Anunda and Tara 
had determined to lose no further time in "breaking 
the matter to the Shastree. It was a fortunate day, 
as they had been told by the old astrologer, the 
Shastree's friend; whom they had consulted as they 
went home ; whatever they did was sure to prosper. 
The Shastree was in good humour with himself, with 
them, and with the world generally, and for many 
reasons. His greatest care about Tara had been 
removed. She had been accepted as a votary of the 
Goddess, and had already recovered from her excite-, 
ment. He had written with others a joint peti- 
tion to the "Swami" cin the subject, and she had 
been duly recognised by her spiritual prince. No 
fear of reproach now existed; and if the Shastree 
had at first winced at the idea of his daughter becom- 
ing a Moorlee, a public votary at the temple, the 
feeling was passing away. The gods forbid she 
should become as other girls, who were devoted to 
the temple service ! No ; she desired to be pure, 
and should continue so. 

The long and expensive journey to Nassuk, or 
worse, to Benares, had been saved, and half a year's 
fent had just come in from his estate. The crops 
were fine ; there were no remissions needed ; prices 
were high, and the rent had been pimctuaUy paid. 
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The produce of the gardens and £Eu*ms was also good 
this year, and the fees and dues from pilgrims were 
abundant. This was a special year for pilgrimages 
to the shrine, and full moon after full moon the 
crowd would increase. 

"What are we to do with it all?" Anunda would 
ask, as day after day the bag containing the Shastree's 
dues was brought from the temple by the attendant 
derk, or as her husband gave over to her the liberal 
gifts presented to him by wealthy visitors to the 
shrina 

As she asked this question of him, the Shastree 
laughed, and told her it must increase, for the Now 
Eatree, or nine nights of the Goddess, then coming on, 
were attended by a wonderful conjunction of planets 
foreboding marvellous events, and which could not 
indeed occur again in many years — ^indeed, not imder 
less than a cycle. There would be thousands upon 
thousands of worshippers there, and the gain would 
be enormous. What, indeed, were they to do with 
it all ? " We must spend it upon poor Bramhims, 
dig wells in desert places, and give marriage por- 
tions — all good works, and pleasing to the gods: 
what have Bramhuns to do with wealth?" said the 
Shastrea 

"Nay; but we will have a marriage at home," 
thought Animda ; and from the time the alliance was 
shaped into form she began to hoard every rupee she 
could get. Never had the gardeners found her so 
active in coming down to Sindphul to look after the' 
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fruit and vegetables in tlie garden there. Never had 
the sellers in the Bazar known her to be so keen after 
the returns of sale. As she said to herself, if there 
is a marriage, my lord shall have a good one. 

This very plethora of wealth brought about the 
question with her husband. " What can we do with 
it?'' he said one day, on receiving an unusually 
large gift. 

"We will marry you,'' said the wife. " Tara and 
I have determined upon it in our own minds ; and 
oh, my dear honoured husband, you are not to object ! 
We have kept this from you as yet; but if you will 
agree, we have foimd a treasure, a jewel, such as we 
can give to you, and be proud and thankful to see 
you wear." 

There was no circumlocution in the matter. An- 
unda, watching her opportunity, as a wife best knows 
how to do, had gone direct to the point, and, seconded 
by Tara, had smoothed away all difficulties and won 
the victory. 

The Shastree made but one condition — ^that which 
Moro Trimmul had expected, and for which he had 
provided. " I care not for wealth or for beauty," he 
said to his wife. " We are rich — too rich ; and thou, 
Anunda, art more beautiful than ever; but the 'birth 
letter ' must accord ; and she must be pure and high 
in blood." 

So Anunda had told him that, as to the first, she 
would ask for the "birth letter," and hope it would 
be good ; as to the second, what doubt at aU? She 
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could vouch for good birth, as good as their own, and 
for wealth if that were needed. 

Now, therefore, that the matter all hinged upon 
the fitness or otherwise of Eadha's "birth letter," and 
the last link in Anunda's chain was to be completed or 
for ever broken, it may be conceived that she awaited 
her husband's decision on the subject with much 
anxiety. He had requested not to be disturbed while 
he made the examination. So Anunda and Tara 
waited within. The outer door of the court had been 
fastened as weU as that of the school, and he was, as 
we foimd him at the beginning of this chapter, alone 
on his dais, absorbed in the contents of the document 
before him. 

" Yes," he said again aloud, " that it is strangely 
coincident, there can be no doubt. Again and 
again I have checked these formulae, and they are 
right, and the abandoned calculation leads direct 
into my own. Ho, Tara ! Anunda!" he cried, "bring 
my Junum Putr, quick ; I need it." And Animda 
took it, and, laying it before him, did not venture to 
stay or to speak ; but she saw by the expression of 
his face that he was deeply interested, and she again 
withdrew. 

He opened it, that strange shadowing of his life 
which, with a fascination he could not resist, he had 
occasionally examined, yet without daring to pry 
into the future. Enough that he could follow 
the past as nearly as might be from the fallible 
nature of the science. Now, he laid both papers 
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together; and his eye passed from one to another 
rapidly, as his chest heaved and his pulses throbbed 
with an excitement to which he had long been a 
stranger, forcing from him the exclamations of won- 
der which we have recorded. 

''Marvellous and mysterious agents in our exist- 
ence," he continued, "who can withstand ye? who 
can refuse your directions ? Here I bow before ye, 
mystic fates, lead me as ye will ; this happiness, 
aided by these heavenly indications, I dare not resist. 
Anunda ! Tara ! wife ! child ! " he continued as 
they entered, stretching out his hands towards them, 
" be it as ye will, beloved ! '' 

That was a happy evening for the three. It was 
not too late to ratify the act, and then the prepara- 
tions were soon made. A few lumps of sugar-candy 
and some spices were placed on a silver salver, 
and garlands of fi^sh flowers procured from the 
flower-sellers. Animda dressed herself in one of her 
best suits, and Tara put on a simple new garment 
befitting her position. Several of the servants who 
had suspected the matter, poured forth their congra- 
tulations. A marriage, with all the new clothes, and 
feasting ; oh, it would be delightful ! And now the 
betrothal sugar was to be taken, so the matter was 
decided. Might they accompany the lady ? Yes, they 
were all to come, and one was to go and prepare 
the lady Sukya ; and so, finally, preceded by a pipe 
and tabor, the little procession went forth into the 
street. 
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No concealment now. As the neighbours gathered 
at their doors they knew why the lady Aniinda and 
Tara went forth. Some wondered, some sneered; but 
the majority thought Anunda wise. The Shastree 
was to marry again, and there might again be a male 
child in the house. 

The preparation by Sukya had been made, and the 
girl Eadha, dressed by her aunt and Gunga, who was 
there, in a rich Saree of orange and gold, with wreaths 
of flowers hanging about her, had been placed on 
the dais in the house where they lodged. She wore 
heavy ornaments of gold, and Anunda felt proud of 
her selection for her lord, as well for Eadha's great 
beauty as for the wealth of which she had evidence. 
No, she was no common girL Here were no crowds 
of poor relations; even money was needless; but 
they would be too well bred to refuse it.'* 

So they were. The music continued to play a 
merry measure suited to the ceremony. The girl's 
forehead was marked with the sacred colours; a 
fragrant paste rubbed upon her hands and arms, 
neck and bosom, by Animda and Tara. Eice and 
other grain, emblems of fertility, sprinkled over her 
head, money poured into her lap, and sugar put 
into her mouth ; while the sacred hymn and incan- 
tation from the Veda was chanted by Tara and her 
mother, and joined in by those who had collected 
around. 

Then all went into the household temple of the 
dwelling and paid their adoration to Bhowani and 
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Lakshmee, and the rite was finished. Eadha was the 
betrothed wife of Vyas Shastree. 

"Mayst thou he happy, my sister!" said Moro 
Trimmul, who, though present, had not interfered fur- 
ther than to direct the ceremonies. " Surely this is 
a fortunate day for us alL Now I go to the temple 
to lay my oflferings before the Mother, and, with your 
permission, lady, I will visit the Shastree to-morrow. 
Long have I desired to know him, for the fame of his 
learning has gone far and wide ; but who would 
make a stranger known to him ? and surely it is pro- 
vidential that our houses have thus been united." 

" You will be welcome, sir," said Anunda, as she 
rose to t£^e her departure. 



CHAPTER VL 

Anunda was not a person to allow useless time to 
elapse between the ascertained necessity of any act 
and its completion, and the preparation for the mar- 
riage went on merrily. What stores of flour, and 
rice, and ghee,* and condiments were laid in ! What 
gorgeous dresses selected ! Ah, yoimg English ladies, 
and indeed I may include mothers also, who may read 
these pages, you are not to believe that wedding 
trousseaux are confined to your own country and 
society ! Very far from it. A young Hindu lady, 
or Mahomedan either — there is not much to choose 
between them in this respect — is as full of hope of a 
liberal, a handsome, outfit on her marriage, as any 
fashionable young lady of Belgravia or Mayfair; 
and believe me, is as proportionably delighted if it 
be so. 

There was much to spend, and no grudging. So 

one old cloth-seller had been dispatched to Sholapoor, 

and another to Wyrag ; one to Nuldroog also, then a 

large camp and emporium ; and the result was, as we 

* (rAee—boUed butter. 
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may say, an overplus of riches. It was hard to select 
from the bales on bales which were sent up from the 
shops; still, piece by piece, the dresses accumulated, 
and were indeed lovely. Silk and gold sarees ; silk 
and cotton mixed; plain cotton with sUk borders; 
bodice pieces, stiff with gold and brocade — aU be- 
tokening wealth and comfort. No milliner required 
here. The garments of one piece, only remarkable 
for their richness and diversity of colour and pattern, 
were such as were, and are stUl, worn by the better 
classes of society. Animda was determined that no 
fault could be foimd with her own and Tara's selec- 
tion, and certainly it was better to be on the liberal 
side. 

Then how busy the goldsmiths were ! In the Shas- 
tree's school court, half-a-dozen men, sometimes 
more, were to be seen sitting over pans of char- 
coal, blowpipe in hand, beating silver or gold on 
small anvils, and fashioning them into massive and 
quaintly beautiful ornaments. Anunda had given 
some of her old things to be broken up and re- 
made. We will not say how many oimces of virgin 
gold were added, but here too the good lady was 
liberal— very liberal ; and Tara, of her own accord, 
had added from her own store some valuable jewels. 
Yes, the arrangements for the marriage were to be 
pushed on ; it must be completed within a month, 
for after that, there was a " gutt " or planetary con- 
junction averse to marriage, which was to last long. 
As yet the day had not been fixed, but it must 
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soon be ; and the Shastree was passive when it was 
mentioned Not so those with whom he had now 
irrevocably connected himself. 

On the other side, preparations had been as active, 
though simpler. Moro Trimmul's object was haste, 
and he had desired his aunt and sister to spare no- 
thing within their means. Strangers as they were 
in the town, they found the girl Gunga, with whom, 
since the ceremony at the temple, Sukya Bye had 
become intimate, a very useful ally. She knew what 
Anunda was preparing. Her gossips — ^the flower- 
sellers, the cloth-merchants, and the goldsmiths — de- 
tailed all that was being done, and to aunt and 
niece they were amply satisfactory. They knew the 
Shastree was wealthy, but the profusion they heard 
of surprised theuL 

" The Shastree loves thee, girl," the lady Sukya 
would say. "He will spend his wealth on thee. 
What lucky chance brought us here, who can tell ? 
else who would have cared for thee? To whom 
could we have given thee ? Be content ; he is not 
old ; he will love thee, for thou art beautiful Wait 
and see." 

Truly she was so ! Not Tara*s tranquil, pensive 
beauty ; not Anunda's even in her prima This girl 
was very different from both. She was darker than 
either — a warm, richly-tinted, clear, golden brown, 
with a skin like velvet ; a small head, oval face — 
perhaps more round than oval — and a mass of thick 
wavy hair, which, if loosened, fell far below her waist, 



76 TABA: 

curling at the ends ; a low broad forehead, strongly 
marked arched eyebrows, and a nose straight and 
delicate in outline, were perhaps the ordinary pos- 
sessions of a good-looking, well-bred Mahratta girl ; 
but the eyes and mouth were more remarkable, be- 
cause they gave an index to her character. 

" We will not teU what she is like," Anunda said, 
as her husband frequently asked her of Eadha^ for as 
yet he had not seen her. Perhaps he was indifferent 
on the subject, yet hardly so ; it would have been 
imnatural not to care at alL Certainly, as the days 
passed, the Shastree grew somewhat curious, and he 
had to wait many more ere he should see her. 

"Content thyself, husband," Anunda would say, 
as he questioned her ; " I have told thee she is beauti- 
ful, else I had not noticed her : she hath a shape like 
a nymph, eyes like a deer, and a mouth like that of 
Kamdeo.* What need to say more ? Wait and see." 
So the Shastree waited patiently. Another would 
have followed the girl — contrived to see her by some 
means not perhaps over scrupulously; but the Shas- 
tree was very honourable, and such an alternative did 
not even suggest itself to him. 

But they were right What Anunda had noticed, 
and Tara too, were only the eyes and mouth and the 
figure. Who could pass them by unheeded ? Such 
eyes — so large, so soft in their velvet blackness when 
at rest, yet, if excited, how different! The long, 
thick lashes, which were positively heavy in char- 
* The Indian Cupid. 
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acter, shaded them ordinarily, and produced a soft, 
dreamy effect ; but if the girl looked up, or was 
interested, or suddenly roused, these eyes seemed to 
glow internally, and to assume a character almost 
oppressively fascinating. 

Eadha well knew their power : since she was a 
child she had been told of the beauty of her eyes, 
and she believed it — nay, added to their expression 
by slightly staining the inner portion of her eyelids, 
which gave to the already heavy lashes a softer char- 
acter if the eyes were at rest, or increased their effect 
if they were excited. Lately a habit had grown upon 
her of contracting her brows, and dilating her eyes 
till their effect was almost fierce, which both her 
brother and aunt had tried to check, but it did not 
leave her easily. Sometimes it gave place to a look 
of dreamy languor inexpressibly touching, and so 
sorrowful in character that, had the girl been older, 
it might have been attributed to some great grief 
lying at her heart, or some painful recollection. As 
it was, it was unsuspected, except by those who knew 
the cause. 

The mouth followed the eyes. . When they were 
excited by any emotion, the lips at once closed 
and were firmly compressed; but ordinarily they 
remained a little open in the centre, showing teeth 
white, pure, and glistening with a pearly lustre. 
The lips were full, red, and moist — the upper 
deeply arched and curved, with the comers fall- 
ing back into deep dimples ; yet the mouth was 
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small aiid delicate, pouting, and decidedly voluptu- 
ous when at rest or smiling, yet capable of being 
hardened into an expression of self-will and obstinacy, 
which indicated an inflexible determination should 
there be occasion to exercise it. No wonder that, 
seeing her in her most placable moods — for the girl 
from the first had appeared charmed by the prospect of 
her marriage — ^Anunda and Tara had been captivated 
by beauty so remarkable. It would have been well, 
perhaps, could they have seen the fetce imder other 
expressions, and so been saved from what, imder 
different circumstances, had an irresistible fascina- 
tion. 

Need her figure be described? Being younger 
than Tara, there was not the same development of 
form. The arms and throat were less rounded, yet 
the lines were as graceful and full of promise of 
perfection as hers. Eventually they would be about 
the same height — Eadha, perhaps, a shade taller, 
and both slighter than Anunda ever had been. Her 
hands and feet were small and beautifully formed, 
more so, perhaps, than Tara's ; they were, indeed, re- 
markable features in her figure — so much so that, 
as Tara was bathing her one day, and washing them, 
she had held them to her lips and kissed them in 
succession involuntarily. 

It was difficult to tell her age. Her " birth letter" 
told the Shastree she was not yet twelve. Had she 
exceeded nmch that age, to their knowledge, An- 
unda would have objected to the marriage; indeed, 
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she could not have "been married at alL But she 
was in reality fourteen, nay more. Sometimes, when 
her features relaxed, her eyes soft and dreamy, her 
mouth smiling, and her whole face assuming a lov- 
ing tenderness of expression, she appeared hardly 
the age she was said to be ; but when there was any 
change, and the rigid look already noticed took its 
place, she appeared considerably older. 

Now, Anunda was by no means desirous of a very 
young girl for her husband's new wifa Many had 
been offered of very tender age indeed, whom she 
had invariably declined She could not be troubled 
with a child ; and if a thought that Eadha might be 
older than she was represented to be, ever crossed her 
mind, a bright smile, a tender caress from the girl 
at once removed the doubt, and restored confidence. 
As to her figure, it did but furnish earnest of mature 
development. And were not many girls precocious ? 
She had been so hersel£ Yes, Eadha was very beau- 
tiful ; and, as day after day passed, Anunda longed 
the more for the time when she should be able to 
clothe her in one of those gorgeous dresses, to deck 
her with flowers and jewels, and to present her to 
her husband a bride worthy of him — worthy of her 
own affection — the most precious gift she could make 
to him. 

We have said that Eadha was older than she was 
represented — and perhaps a brief sketch of her prcr 
vious history is needfuL She had been an indulged 
and precocious child, of a vain, weak, but beautiful 



80 TAR A: 

mother. Her father, one of the hereditary Josees, 
or astrologers, of Wye, had died some years before, 
and her mother shortly after him. Moro Trinmml, 
on succeeding to the care of the house, had given 
charge of his sister to his aunt, and betaken himself 
to the company of certain wild associates, with 
whom, from his powers of learning, he had become 
an especial favourite. The head of these was the 
Eajah Sivaji, whose rapid career to independence 
was one of the remarkable events of the times ; and 
the wild exploits of the young prince, his raids 
against the Moguls and Mahomedans in general, had 
long since enlisted the sympathies of the Mahratta 
people. 

SivajTs early career had been dissolute, but that was 
a venial fault among the peopla His companions 
were the young Mahratta gentry, — yeomen, and 
farmers, whom he best loved to draw about him; 
above all, young Bramhuns who would join him, 
whether as priests or soldiers, or both, in his wild 
enterprises. Moro Trimmul was one of these — one 
who had grown into his deepest confidence. So long 
as Moro's father lived, he had in some degree re- 
strained his son; but his private meetings with 
his prince were still frequent ; and in the plays and 
recitations, of which Sivaji was passionately fond, 
Moro was generally an actor and reciter. Thus it 
was that Sivaji frequently came to Wye, and put 
up at the Josee's house ; and so he came to know 
Eadha — a beautiful child then, whom he could 
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caress without hindranca He a Mahratta, she a 
Bramhun — any union was impossible ; and yet she 
grew to be more than interesting to him as she ad- 
vanced in age. 

Eventually Eadha's betrothed husband died. Other 
offers were made for her, but were always refused, so 
peremptorily, that people believed the report design- 
edly set afoot by her brother and Sukya Bye, that 
she was to be married to a distant relative who, now 
absent on pilgrimages, would return and claim her, or 
she would have to be taken to him. And so the girl 
grew, the time for marriage passed, and the Eajah's 
visits, often clandestine, were encouraged by aunt 
and nephew, with what ultimate hope of result might 
be imagined. Yet both were careful there should 
be no scandal. 

Perhaps their scheme might have succeeded had 
not Sivaji himself, now feeling his way to power, seen 
the peril of the connection. Was she wife or widow, 
there might have been fewer scruples, but' an im- 
married Bramhim girl would be a burden, a disgrace, 
which he dared not encounter— one that would not 
fail to be resented by the priests, whom it was his aim 
to gain. He could not spare one so devoted, so able, 
and so imscrupulous as Moro Trimmul, nor could he 
replace him: he needed many such, and he loved 
him too much to break with him on this point. 

It was a hard struggle. But the young prince, 
whose firm will and self-control finally won him a 
kingdom, successfully resisted the opportunities deli- 

VOL. I. F 
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berately offered As the girl grew, as his intercourse 
with the house became more and more unreserved, it 
was clear to him that her love for him was growing 
as part of her existence. The girl, for whom he had 
always a kind word and free greeting, who claimed 
the privilege of serving " her Eajah," when he put up 
at their house, became by degrees shy and reserved ; 
cried if he spoke kindly to her, and trembled if he 
approached her. He could not be mistaken in those 
eyes : they told their own story — ^lova 

Under such circumstances, among such people, 
love is passion. It has no medium except in 
maturer age and constant association. The girl — 
still a child in years — Gloved deeply, passionately; 
and as she grew older, month by month, day by day, 
the news of her prince's exploits, now beginning to 
be sung in ballads through the country, excited her 
fearfully. Her aunt and brother had detected her in 
more than one attempt to escape to him, and, fear- 
ful of tlie result, had prevented it. Had he taken 
her away, would they have pursued? Surely not; 
but he was careful — he admitted his own danger to 
himself — and he gradually avoided the house, though 
he clung the more closely to Moro Trimmul. Badha 
found means to send occasional messages to him — a 
child's love, a child's yearning for him were told to 
him ; and we know that, in some instances, a child's 
love — there and here the same — is more passionate, 
because more pure and more absorbing, than a 
woman's. What was marriage to her? If she could 
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only be with her Eajah — ^to serve him, to live with 
him, to ride, nay, to fight with him — she would 
go, or die. 

The last time Sivaji had seen her she had grown 
desperate. She had never spoken so to him before ; 
but she had told him she must die if he did not take 
her away. " Nay, but I will come with thee," she 
cried, "even if thou cast me out among thy ser- 
vants.'^ And he confided this to her brother. " For 
my sake," he said, impressively, " if not for thine and 
hers, keep her safe; take her away and have her 
married ; the farther away from hence the better. It 
is no use speaking to her. Moro Trimmul ! save me 
from the temptation, thyself from the contumely this 
would bring upon us. I know what is in thy heart ; 
but, beautiful as she is, it cannot be." 

So a plan was quickly arranged between them. 
Moro had an intimate acquaintance with the Mah- 
ratta gentry of the Dekhan, and he was despatched 
to canvass them. This necessitated journeys from 
plaice to place. He was well provided with money, 
and he travelled, as one under vows of pilgrimage, 
to diflFerent shrines. Thus opportunity might occur 
for marrying Eadha ; and, leaving all servants be- 
hind him but a few men in whom he had perfect 
confidence, he took his aunt Sukya Bye with him 
as protection to his sister. No one cared to in- 
quire who the young prince's envoy and counsellor 
was, or what his family affairs were. Enough that 
he had a sister and an aunt with him, and was con- 
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ducting his secret mission with admirable policjr and 
address. 

Thus he at length arrived at Tooljapoor alona 
The rainy season had set in, and travelling was no 
longer pleasant or easy. The town was a good posi- 
tion for his purpose, and there were many rich fer 
milies and landholders in the " Bala Ghaut " province 
to be brought over. For a time he secluded himself, 
and lived humbly in a hired lodging or in one of the 
courts of the temple. Here he had seen Gunga> and 
here also he daily watched Tara as she and h^ 
mother performed their worship. Even thus early 
the advantage of marrying his sister to the Shastree, 
of whose household circumstances Gunga had told 
him, had appeared most desirable ; but as his passion 
for Tara grew, it was a thing to be accomplished 
at all hazards. Gunga did not appear able to help 
him, for it was clear that neither the Shastree nor 
his wife noticed the inferior priestesses of her class, 
and Tara never spoke to them. He therefore secured 
a good house for some months, and sent for his aunt 
and Radha from Punderpoor, where he had left them: 
and, till their arrival, had busied himself in obtaining 
local information for the furtherance of his future 
designs. 

On leaving their home at Wye, and after Eadha's 
first paroxysms of disappointment were past, Sukya 
Bye and Moro Trimmul had instructed the girl what 
to do. Perhaps, in despair of accomplishing her 
ends, or with the desire of all Hindu girls for an early 
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settlement, she was an apt scholar, Eadha was to 
deny all knowledge of her age, to assume a childish 
deameanour, to acquiesce modestly, and as she saw 
other girls do, if she were proposed for. She was 
assured she would be given to none but a man of 
wealth— her beauty would secure her this. If pos- 
sible he should be young ; but this was a difl&cult 
point, and what matter if he were old? She could 
have jewels, rich clothes, an establishment of her own 
— she would have all these secured to her, and after- 
wards would be her own mistress. 

But if she refused, or opposed these eflforts in her 
behalf, she would soon be too old to be assisted at 
alL As it was, few would believe her to be within 
the marriageable period for Bramhun girls. In a 
year, nay less, her marriage would be impossible, 
and she must be treated like a widow, shaven and 
degraded, or married to a dagger,* and turned into 
a temple to shift for herself. 

Was it wonderful that the girl submitted to, nay, 
even assisted in, their deceptions, or that those eyes 
looked dreamily after her own prince, while her spirit, 
chafing within, carried her, in those moments of ab- 
straction, away into his glorious mountains, to be 
loved and caressed as she felt he, and he only, could 
love and caress her if she were with him ? 

* Female devotees are married to a sword or dagger, as emble- 
matical of imion to the divinity to which they have been devoted. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Aftee preparations for the Shastree's marriage had 
been actively commenced on both sides, there was 
no further hindrance. Moro Trimmul having been 
made known to the Shastree by Anunda, as she had 
promised, the two men soon found a day in the 
calendar, so far unexceptionable as regarded plane- 
tary influences, that they at once fixed upon it ; and 
the ladies, having been consulted, declared there were 
no objections or hindrances now, for on both sides of 
the houses everything was prepared. 

Meanwhile his new acquaintance was a delightful 
addition to Vyas Shastree's circle of friends. Who 
more accomplished for his age than Moro Trimmul, 
more fascinating in manner, or astute in argument 
and judgment? He had not the refined beauty of 
his sister, except that his eyes were, like hers, large, 
soft, and very black, with the same habit of dilation, 
relaxing into an almost womanish tenderness : but 
when aroused, their excited expression was infinitely 
more fierce than Eadha's, even to savage cruelty. 
The mouth was always coarse and sensual, but there 
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was at least good-humour about it if he were not 
angered, and a strength of character in the coun- 
tenance which could not be mistaken. Now, no- 
thing occurred to cause even a passing cloud, and 
the days which intervened between the betrothal 
and the marriage were pleasantly spent by alL Even 
Eadha was interested, and climg more closely to 
Tara than ever ; for with Anunda, as with her aunt, 
she preserved the habitual reserve and respect re- 
quired by their positions. 

" I will go to the temple, daughter," said Anunda 
one evening, "and keep thy father there. Do thou 
bring Eadha here, and let her look at the dresses 
and jewels : if there is anything she wants in addi- 
tion, tell me, and we will get it." The good lady 
could not do too muck 

Kind Anunda ! it was so considerate. Could any 
doubt of her ultimate happiness remain in the girl's 
heart ? What other " sister wife " would have cared 
so for her? 

Oh, the girl's delight at those gorgeous clothes and 
jewels ! She had heard of splendid gifts at marriages, 
and there was one at Wye in which she had helped 
to deck the bride ; and when she had seen her — she 
was but a mere child — dressed in a brocade garment 
stiff with gold, she had wondered whether it would 
ever be possible to possess one like it. There were 
several — green and gold, crimson and gold, purple 
and gold. The most glossy of Pyetun silks, soft 
muslin sarees from Narrainpett and Dhunwar, of 
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wMcli she had heard, but had never seen ; they did 
not come to her country : all were beautiful. 

Then the ornaments. There were massive gold 
chain anklets, with small bells to them, armlets, brace- 
lets, ear-rings, necklaces. There was the sacred "talee," 
which would be tied roimd her neck. Tara showed 
them all as they were laid out in cotton upon a 
tray covered with red muslin. How beautiful they 
were ! and all would belong to her ; they would be 
put on her the day of the ceremony, and her own 
taken off as she entered the house. Then the place 
where she was to be bathed and dressed, was newly 
coloured and plastered, and the comfort of the house 
and its pretty decorations — all satisfied the girl's 
longing. It was what she had pictured to herself; 
and Tara said her father was kind, so kind— he 
would love his little wife after his quiet fashion, and 
deny her nothing. 

So it was not to be wondered at if any repugnance 
which she had felt was fast passing away, and if, 
when her brother asked her whether she would be 
content, she told him she was grateful for what he 
had done ; and for the time perhaps she was so. 

Sukya Bye had told her nephew of Eadha^s visit to 
the Shastree's house by stealth with Tara : she was 
afraid he might hear of it otherwise, perhaps through 
the servants or Gunga, and was rejoiced that he 
considered it a happy circumstance. " She will be 
satisfied with the wealth," he said, " and all that she 
sees will excite the desire for more, and so, aimt, we 
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shall best hold her to our purposes. She cannot re- 
cede now ; and, while moulding the Shastree to her 
will, by-and-by she need not forget Sivaji Eajah." 
But he did not tell this to Eadha ; and neither by her 
brother, nor Sukya Bye, was any reference made to 
the past When all was beyond chance of disturb- 
ance, he would set her to work to compass his own 
ends. 

The Shastree and Pundit were of different schools 
of philosophy ; the former, as we know, belonged to 
the ancient, and, as he considered, orthodox, Vedantic 
school of Veda Vasa ; the Pundit to the more modem 
Mimansa school of Jomiai, and to the doctrines and 
mythological histories of the Poorans. So they had 
discussions, in which other Bramhuns of the town 
joined, while the ladies sat behind a screen and 
heard their disputations, and Tara explained to them 
what she could follow. Or the friends played at 
chess, both having excellent skiU ; — the Shastree 
calm and steady, the Pundit fiery and impetuous, as 
were their natures; and so they had many an earnest 
battle. 

It was not long before the politics which then agi- 
tated the country began to be discussed between them. 
They lived under the same Mahomedan government, 
that of Beejapoor : but while Tooljapoor and the dis- 
tricts around it were as yet in entire subjection, those 
to the west — particularly the wild rugged country be- 
yond Wye, the Mawuls or mountain-valleys of the 
Ghauts, stretching into the Dekhan — owed but a slight 
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allegiance to the Mahomedan dynasty, and perhaps 
had never been completely subdued. Here it was that 
many of the oldest Mahratta families had taken re- 
fuge after the overthrow of the Hindu dynasty of 
Deogurh, the modem Dowlutabad, and the subse- 
quent subjection of the country by the Mahomedan 
Emperors of Delhi ; and it was among these families, 
the Bhoslays, Mmbalkurs, Morays, Ghoreparays, and 
others, that the germs of that combination to resist 
— to them an oppressive and corrupt government- 
existed, which was presently to be ripened into a 
successful revolution. 

On the other hand, this dynasty of Beejapoor had 
already been attacked by the immense power of the 
Emperors of Delhi ; and while the independent king- 
dom of Ahmednugger — itself at one period little 
inferior in splendour to that of Beejapoor — had 
been entirely subdued, and the princes of its house 
annihilated by the Moguls, any combination to 
resist them by the two states had not only been 
rendered impossible, but it was clear that Beeja- 
poor would follow its example : and those were not 
wanting who hoped, under a new power, to regain 
many privileges which hitherto had been withheld 
from them. 

But it was in the antagonism of the two contend- 
ing Mahomedan powers that the Hindu families of 
the Dekhan saw the means of emancipation from 
both. It might be a work of time, and of immense 
labour and skill : but the opportunity seemed to pre- 
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sent itself; and while feigning submission alike to 
the Moguls, as, after the conquest of Ahmednugger 
their forces were poured into the provinces which 
had formed that kingdom, and, on the other hand, to 
the older-established dynasty of Beejapoor, a stirring 
spiri£ began to be aroused among the Mahrattas; and 
that secret combination silently progressed, of which 
Moro Pundit was one among many other agents em- 
ployed by Sivaji, the prince to whom all now looked 
as the present head, if not the instigator, of the 
movement. 

It had, in tact, already been some time covertly in 
progress. Shahji Bhoslay, the father of Sivaji, had 
commenced it in a series of wild irregular forays and 
raids from his patrimonial estate, which was situated 
among the Mawuls west of Poena, against the Ma- 
homedan posts and garrisons of the western pro- 
vinces of Beejapoor. For a time he was successful, 
but only as a mere freebooter; and in the end he 
was defeated, taken prisoner, and confined in a dun- 
geon in Beejapoor for several years by the monarch 
Mahmood Adil Shah, the father of the king reigning 
at Beejapoor at the period of our tale. But Mah- 
mood was not implacable. On the intercession of 
his mother, by whose wise coimsels he had often 
been guided, Shahji was not only released but raised 
to a high command, and during the subsequent in- 
vasion of Beejapoor by the Moguls did good ser- 
vice, and so the progress of the Mahratta power was 
stayed. 
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Of his two sons Sivaji early took the lead, and, en- 
couraged by his mother, a lady of high family and 
ambition, and admirable judgment, he aspired to be 
the head of a Mahratta confederacy. What progress he 
eventually made is abready matter of history, which 
will have no record in these pages ; but at the time of 
which we write, he was strengthening himself in his 
own wild coimtry, collecting adherents, canvassing 
those who still held aloof, fortifying rugged and 
inaccessible strongholds, and, by the suddenness, 
and successful issue of his continuous forays, was 
rendering himself famous in the eyes of the people. 
While he treated with both of the rival Mahomedan 
powers by turns, he took his own course ; and yield- 
ing alternately to each whenever their force was 
locally in excess of his own, was in reality faithful to 
neither. 

To Sivaji, also, belonged the prestige which none 
else had dared to assume — ^that of receiving aid from 
heavenly powers. The goddess Bhowani was the 
tutelar deity of his family; and it was the popular 
belief that she had chosen his father as the champion 
of her faith, but that he had transgressed warnings 
and visions, and, implacable as she was believed to 
be, she had cast him off. It was otherwise, however, 
with his second son SivajL She had chosen him to 
be the scourge of the cow-slaying, impure, and licen- 
tious Mahomedans. The cries of her votaries had 
arisen to her, and the land was to be purged of un- 
cleanness. Temples would be again filled with Bram- 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 93 

huns, and the sweet incense of pure sacrifice would 
ascend to her. The mother of Sivaji, it was re- 
ported, saw and recorded visions, too glorious to 
relate, in which her son was a victorious conqueror, 
and the infidel Mahomedans were slain in tens of 
thousands by the Mahratta people in those great 
battles which were to ensue. And these visions were 
believed. 

As yet these prophecies were circulated privately 
among the people, but there was not a Mahratta, far 
or near, who did not know of them. Ballads were 
written about them, and simg at fairs and markets. 
Women composed and chanted extempore verses as 
the household mills flew merrily roimd in the early 
morning. Men sang them to their oxen as they 
ploughed, or drew water from their wells ; and so a 
spirit spread through the people which eventually be- 
came irresistibly powerful. 

In this excitement, too, existed the incentive to 
the worship of Bhowani at aU her most celebrated 
shrines ; and everywhere — to gather her votaries to- 
gether, to excite them to action, and to warn them to 
be ready when the time arrived — ^were agents such 
as Moro Trimmul, despatched by the young chief- 
tain. Nothing appeared on the surface. Experience 
had taught extreme caution. There were no as- 
semblies of armed men, no displays of force: an 
occasional successful raid or resistance by Sivaji 
kept up what might well be called the national 
spirit; but all delayed to strike, till, in the ex- 
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piessive Mahiatta phiase, " the fire was on the 
hills."* 

Veiy dexterously, therefore, and after having pre- 
pared him for the commnnication, did More Trimmul 
confide to the Shastree some of the popnlady-repoited 
plans of his Mend and prince, and sought his counsel 
and assistance, and partly also the purport of his own 
missioa He asked information as to the £Bmiilies of 
the Bala Ghaut, the Nimbalkurs of Wasi, the EaUays 
of Kelinga^ the Bhoslays and Ghoreparays of Akal- 
kote, all neighbours; and also respecting the wealthy 
yeomen and fieurmers of the countiy. He did not men- 
tion Pahar Singh, with whom, through the Gosaees 
of Eullianee, and their agency at Tooljapoor, he had 
already opened n^otiations, and found the robber 
chieftain fickle and undecided, extravagant in his 
demands for estates, for high command, and other 
rewards. 

Nor did he disclose that weightier secret, known 
to his prince and himself on which, for the present, 
the success of their enterprise rested. Khan Ma- 
homed, the Wuzeer or Prime Minister, of Beejapoor, 
might be detached, it was said, from the royal interest 
of his house ; and he was then, with a large army, lying 
at and about Nuldroog, little more than twenty miles 
distant from Tooljapoor. To this man, at his own 
request, in phrases only to be interpreted by himself, 
a letter had been forwarded through the Gosaee 
banker's agent at Tooljapoor ; but no reply had been 

* Ddngoras, laviU D^va. 
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received Nor was Moro Trimmul sanguine on 
the subject, for reports of the Wuzeer's intrigues 
in other quarters were in men's mouths. No; it 
was from the Mahratta families alone that he had 
expectations; and he knew that, at the ensuing fes- 
tival, aU or most of the province would assemble at 
Tooljapoor. 

To say that he foimd a zealous coadjutor, or hoped 
for one, in the Shastree, would not be correct. The 
Shastree was not ambitious. He enjoyed already, as 
we know, a very lucrative and prominent position, in 
which he was honoured and respected. He avoided 
all Mahomedans upon principle ; but the governors 
of the province often sought his advice and assistance 
in civil and judicial matters regarding Hindus, and 
he was not only never molested, but, on the contrary, 
respected and treated with consideration, and had even 
been invited to court. He had, therefore, no quarrel 
with the Mahomedans, and he well kne\^ their power. 
He had watched Shahji's failures, and he had noted 
the effect of Sivaji's efforts; still he admitted there 
was more chance of success now than before ; and he 
agreed to assist Moro Trimmul, by bringing him into 
communication with the gentry of the province, pro- 
vided he were not required to take any prominent 
part in what should follow. To say that Vyas Shas- 
tree was indifferent in this matter, would be incor- 
rect ; but to anticipate enthusiasm or personal zeal, 
would have been impossible from his character, and 
Moro Trimmul did not expect them. 
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"After the ceremony," he said to the Shastre 
" Radha, of course, will remaiii with you. Sulq 
Bye will return to Wye with the servants. Give m 
then, letters to the Nimbalkurs of Wasi, and to sue 
others as you please, and I will go alone. Introdu( 
me as a reciter of plays, and I will make my own w£ 
unnoticed and unsuspected. Here I can be of no us 
and may even attract suspicion." 

To this plan Vyas Shastree gave his cordial co 
sent Moro Trimmul would go before the No 
Ratree, and return for the festival 



CHAPTER VIII. 

I AM afraid it would take more time than the limits 
of this history will aflford, were I to describe minutely 
all the festivities and observances of Eadha's mar- 
riage. I assure you, dear readers, that a proper, 
orthodox Hindu marriage, is a very tiresome affair; 
and, like many other marriages, perhaps, everybody 
is glad when it is over. Very noisy, tediously 
minute in ceremonial, liable to interruption from 
disputes — it is often an arena for rival factions 
of families to fight out all the ill feeling, dis- 
content, and jealousy which have accumulated 
for years. Sometimes the feasts provided are not 
eaten, and have to be thrown away or given to 
beggars. Musicians won't play, processions can't 
be formed, or are interrupted in progress : offence 
is taken at trifles, and the whole proceeding 
rocks to and fro as though it would tumble to 
pieces altogether, till it suddenly comes right, and 
affairs go on — to a happy conclusion or otherwise, 
as it may be. 
When all prospers, it is a right merry affair ; but I 
VOL. I. G 
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am afraid you, dear young lady, would be very weary 
if you had to be married as Badha was. No such 
thing as going to church comfortably in a luxurious 
carriage, to be attended to the altar by six loving and 
lovely bridesmaids, to hear there a short, simple, 
affecting service and blessing, to sign your maiden 
name for the last time in the vestry, and to go home, 
having dried your eyes on the most delicate of lace- 
bordered cambric pocket-handkerchiefs, to a cham- 
pagne breakfast, all the delicacies of the season, a 
carriage and four, and — ^unlimited bliss in prospect. 

Ah, no! with Radha it was very different. Her 
marriage ceremonies — ^will you believe it? — occu- 
pied ten days of really very hard work. So many 
dressings and undressings ; so many bathings ; so 
many anointings ; so many changes of ornaments ; 
such smotherings in flowers, in large sheets, lest her 
husband should see her; such being carried from 
place to place by the servants, lest her feet might 
touch the ground — once too by her husband, whom 
she could feel, but not see ; and a rare strong arm 
and hand his was, taking her up, she felt, as if she 
were a child, and gently and respectfully too. Then 
worshippings at the great Temple, where she had never 
been before, and where the priests put flowers on her 
and led her into the shrine where " the little Mother'" 
sat, with her weird red eyes looking through the 
smoke, and Eadha was half-frightened by them ; greet- 
ings, too, from the people with whom the marriage 
was popular ; and the flower- sellers and comfit- 
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makers poured baskets of their stocks over her and 
her decorated litter, while she looked curiously about 
her from imder the veil of jessamine flowers which 
covered her face, and acknowledged with shy timid 
gestures their hearty salutations. No doubt a great 
deal of this was excellent fun, and the girl's spirits 
rose with the genial joyousness ; but at times she 
was very weary. 

Seldom had there been a merrier wedding. What 
jokes were played off by her brother, who was a 
capital hand, as we know, at acting plays, disguis- 
ing himself, and personating characters, with which 
he mercilessly interrupted the orthodox ceremonies. 
Now a Mahomedan mendicant, whose intrusion was 
resisted by the servants, and whose presence had 
polluted the food, proved to be he ; or the pipers' 
instruments were filled with wax, and they blew 
discordant screeches, or could not blow at all ; or a 
pertinacious begging Bramhun or Byragee pestered 
them when most engaged, insisted on seeing the 
bride, or threatened, otherwise, to cut himself and 
bring trouble on her. Now one thing, now an- 
other; teasing his sister, playing a sly joke with 
Anunda, tormenting the Shastree in all manner of 
ways, he was the life of the meeting, and always so 
disguised as to dress, figure, and even voice, that no 
one recognised him. 

Then were there not all the pipers of the country ? 
the temple musicians, and drums of all kinds, tenor 
and bass ? Such crashes of noise ! Village bands, the 
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temple musicians, and the hired performers, and 
dancing women, all playing different tunes at the 
same moment. The horn-players and drums of half 
the country came in hopes of largess ; and there was 
one burly fellow from Andoora, near Nuldroog, whose 
horn had wreaths of flowers tied to it, with gold and 
silver tinsel ribbon, the wild screams of whose in- 
strument, and sometimes its mellow quivering notes,- 
could be heard high above all the others. 

And, to be sure, what feasting! The household 
cooking-pans were not half big enough, and those 
from the temple had to be borrowed : and the neigh- 
bours' kitchens, on both sides, were filled with cooks. 
Pecks and bushels of rice, butter, vegetable stews, 
and curries ; sweet things, hot things, savoury things ; 
and Anunda's famous "poorees,"* reserved for the 
choicest guests — some even made by herself and 
Tara. 

There was no room in the house or in the courts 
for eating, so the street outside was swept and 
watered ; and every day, early in the afternoon, you 
might see a posse of stout young Bramhuns laying 
down green fresh plantain- leaves in double rows 
on the ground, with broad alleys between them, and 
then long files of clean-shaven Bramhuns sit down be- 
hind them ; and after them a procession of men bear- 
ing on their shoulders huge pans full of rice, hot from 
the kitchen, and slung on poles — ^baskets qf hot bread, 
poorees, curries, stews, and the like, would march 
* A kind of soft pancake, much relished at feasts. 
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down the middle, ladling out portions of all to each, 
and helping liberally to melted butter, hot "chut- 
nees," and other toothsome condiments. 

And the men ate and ate till they could eat no more, 
and the crowds on the house-terraces above them 
watched the eating, cheered the eaters, and bandied 
free jokes from side to side of the street at themselves, 
the eaters, the carriers of the viands, or the passen- 
gers. So they ate and ate by hundreds and hundreds 
at a time ; and many a himgry Bramhun, hardly 
knowing how to get a meal of coarse jowaree cakes 
in his own home, took his water-vessel and blanket, 
travelled from twenty to thirty miles round to the 
wedding, received a hearty welcome, and ate as he 
had perhaps never eaten before, and remembered it 
all his life afterwards. 

Yes, it was a capital wedding ; and the village and 
town gossips who criticised it at the time, and spoke 
of it afterwards, could actually find no fault. There 
was not a poor old hag in Tooljapoor or Sindphul, ay, 
and for the matter of that, in other villages further 
distant, who did not get a hearty meal; or if she were 
too infirm to stay and eat, a liberal dole of flour, or 
rice and butter, with salt and pepper. Not a family 
of Mahrattas in the town, nor, indeed, respectable 
Mahomedans either, who had not materials for a 
meal sent to them, accompanied by pipe and tabor, 
horn and drum, or band and trumpets, according to 
the scale of their rank. And from all friends, pre- 
sents for the bride, in proportion to their means. 
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from the richest silken and gold sarees,* down to a 
humble cotton bodice, added to the stores with which 
Badha was already provided. 

One by one the ceremonies were finished. The 
last — ^the solemn rite of actual marriage — as the bride 
and bridegroom sat side by side, when the conse- 
crated thread was wound roimd them by the attend- 
ant Bramhuns, and the mystic hymns and invo- 
cations chanted; when their garments were tied 
together in the irrevocable knot, and they repeated 
the promises and vows, much like our own, tx) love 
and cherish each other — then Eadha's veil was 
raised ; and though he had seen her form for many 
days in succession, Vyas Shastree now saw his young 
wife's beautiful face for the first tima 

It was a happy look, in one of her happy moods. 
Those glorious eyes were not excited, but soft, timid, 
and shyly raised to him in trust and confidenca 
Anunda and Tara had watched for the effect upon 
him with beating hearts and clasped hands. There 
could be no doubt of the expression of his face — ^won- 
der first, then gratification, perhaps love. " Thou wast 
right, wife," he said afterwards ; " she hath a nymph's 
form, a deer^s eyes, and a mouth like Kamdeo." 

So it was all finished at last ; the guests departed, 
the courts were swept, and the house . again cleaned 
out. The garlands of leaves and flowers still hung 
at the gate, and from pillar to pillar of the verandah ; 

* Sarees — women's gannents in one piece, generally about eight 
yards long. 
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and certain post-nuptial ceremonies performed at the 
temple was all that remained of the outer show of 
the marriage. Within was the girl-bride, happy in 
being free from her brother, whom she feared though 
she loved him, and from her aunt, whom she dis- 
liked as well as feared ; happy in her new sister-wife, 
to whom she felt like a daughter ; happier in Tara, a 
sister in truth, and she never had known one before ; 
content, too, to see the Shastree unreservedly, and to 
feel that her beauty grew on him — for as yet, beyond 
a few words, they had not spoken. 

As Moro Trimmul had determined, Sukya Bye 
was despatched to their home a few days after the 
ceremony. She had pleaded hard to be allowed to 
stay over the Now Eatree, and Anunda had asked the 
favour at her instance ; but her nephew was distinct 
in his refusal, yet not so as to display anger or vexa- 
tion. It was simply impossible, he said; she had 
been too long absent from home, and he himself 
must go on his own affairs. So she received parting 
gifts of rich silk cloths from Eadha, Anunda, and the 
Shastree, and departed to Wye. 

The last night that Moro Trimmul was to remain 
at Tooljapoor, he took an opportunity of telling 
Eadha that he should pretend to go out, but conceal 
himself in the school court, which was not lighted, 
and that she was to come to him when all were asleep 
or retired ; he should wait for her there, for he had 
much to say to her. 
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So he had. How he had restrained himself 
hitherto he knew not. How, day by day, he 
had seen Tara, spoken to her, amused her, excited 
her, gloated over her beauty, which, if remarkable 
abroad where she was guarded, was in a thousand 
degrees more captivating and enthralling in the free 
household intercourse — and yet had done nothing 
towards possessing himself of her — ^was what he 
could neither imderstand nor endure any longer. 
Gunga could not help him; he saw clearly that 
Tara utterly refused commimication with her: utteTly 
refused to participate in the lower degrees of cere- 
monies and orgies at which Gunga assisted with a 
lower order of priests who officiated for the inferior 
castes of the people ; and she refused the mystic mar- 
riage to the sword of the goddess, which the " Moor- 
lees " performed in order to cloak their profligacy. 

Gunga, therefore, baffled for a while, bided her 
time ; but she and her sister priestesses had vowed 
revenge, and were all in More Trimmul's interest. 
MeanwhUe his sister must help him ; and this, with 
cruel perseverance, it was his object to effect through 
her at any risk. 

He waited long, for the girl could not get away 
unobserved. At last she came, scared and terrified 
lest her absence should be detected; but all were 
asleep — Tara beside her in the verandah, the Shastree 
among his books in the book-room, Anunda in her 
own sleeping-room within. She did not find her 
brother in better temper for his detention. 
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*' Take this," he said to her, returning a gold ank- 
let of Tara's, which Eadha had borrowed from her to 
be copied ; " for I go to-morrow early, and shall not 
see thee again till the Now Eatree ; but thou hast 
kept me long, girl, and I had much to say to thee." 

" The Shastree was awake reading : even till now 
I could not pass his door," she said; "be quick, 
brother/^ 

"Ah, thou art trembling. Is this the girl who 
would have fled to Sivaji Eajah; and art thou 
changed already into a Shastree's wife?" he said, 
with a sneer. 

The girl shivered. "Do not say such things, 
brother. I strive to put them away, and they will 
go, perhaps ; yes, they will go, when no one tells me 
of him." 

Her brother laughed. "No, they shall not go, 
Eadha, if I can prevent it ; but thou must be patient, 
girL So much for thyself ; now for me." 

"What can I do, brother?" 

"Thou canst gain Tara for me. Nay, Eadha," 
he continued, as she trembled stiU more, and hung to 
the court door in terror, " none of this cowardice ! I 
tell thee it must be, and thou must do it." 

"Brother! brother!" gasped the girl, piteously. 
" Not I— not I ! What can I do ? 0, not I ! 0, 
not I!" 

" What canst thou do ? Much,"" he returned, sharp- 
ly; " listen, Eadha. Such things are no sin. She is a 
Bramhun, as I am ; she is a widow. She is a Moorlee, 
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as free as Gunga, or any of them, and she can please 
herself. I know she is not indifferent to me ; it is 
for thee to improve this. Speak to her of me, lead 
her to think of me, tell her what deeds I have done 
with thy Eajah, sing her our country baUads — I am 
with him in them. I tell thee, girl, if thou doest all 
this, it will gain her." 

" Never, brother, never; she has no heart for thee. 
She shuddered yesterday when I spoke of thee. I 
saw her — I could not be mistaken. Her heart is 
with the Gods, in her books, cold and dead. brother, 
think not of her ! What can I do ? " 

" Is it so, sister ?" he said sneeringly. " Then 
she must be awakened, and that dead heart gain 
new Ufe; Eadha, thou must do it, thou! — else" — 
he felt the girl shivering as he grasped her arm, 
and shook her savagely — "else, wilt thou be long 
here? Would this Shastree keep thee one hour 
in his house if he thought, much less if he knew, 
thou hadst been mamed before, girl ? Yes, married 
before ! Ah, that touches thee ! And listen more, 
if my affair is not farthered he shall know it. What 
if he cast thee out ? Thou canst go to the temple 
like Tara; thou canst go to him — to Sivaji — but 
thou wilt be a reproach and an outcast. Choose ! — 
to be happy as I have placed thee, or as I have said. 
One or other, girl : the last, and what I have risked 
for thee — what I have done for thee — ^will be repaid. 
sister ! what Sivaji Eajah is to thee, a burning 
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thought day and nighty so Tara is to me, and more. 
Dost thou hear?" 

" I — I," gasped the terrified giil, " I hear — ^I hear. 
O brother, be not cruel, do not destroy me; or, 
if thon wilt, one blow of thy knife — ^now — now — 
here," and she bared her breast. " It will be mercy 
—strike!" 

"Poor fool," said Moro Trimmul, "I would not 
harm thee. Go, remember what I have said, and do 
as I tell thee. If she be in the same mood when I re- 
turn, why then Go," he continued, interrupting 

himself " I can wait no longer. Fear not, my bless- 
ing is on thee," and he put his hands on her head. 
" For his sake, my lord, my prince and thine, thou 
shalt come to no harm. Go \" And saying this he 
put her gently away from him into the court, closed 
the door, and easily climbing the low wall, dropped 
into the street beyond 

" One thing more ere the night passes," he said, as 
he walked rapidly through the deserted streets to the 
house they had lived in, near the Shastree*s: " if she 
is there, well ; if not, I must seek her. What she 
wanted must have been brought ere this." 

" She is within, master," said a man sitting at the 
gate, with a black blanket round him, who spoke ere 
Moro Trimmul could ask ; " she has been here an 
hour or more ; and here are some things the sonar* 
brought this evening when you were absent" 

* Goldsmith. 
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" Good," said the Pundit, passing in ; " see that no 
one enters/' 

The man laughed. *' It is too late, master, now. 
No one will come. Are we to leave early ?" 

" Tell them to bring the horses at daylight," he re- 
plied ; " we will get on to Darasew before noon. We 
must be at Thair before night. Is all prepared ?" 

" Yes, the saddlebags are packed, and Bheema and 
myself remain; all the rest went with the lady 
Sukya." 

" Then go and sleep, for we have a long journey to- 
morrow. I do not need thee. Give me the key of 
the court door. I can lock myself in, and I shall be 
awake long before you in the morning." 

He entered the court and locked the gate behind 
him. A lamp was burning in a recess of the veran- 
dah, and its light fell upon the figure of the girl 
Gunga, who had covered herself with a sheet, and, 
most likely weary with waiting for him, had fallen 
asleep. She did not hear him ; and as he had left 
his shoes by the side of the outer door, there was no 
noise whatever from his bare feet. 

Moro Trimmul stood over her, and, as he did so, 
she moved uneasily in her sleep, turned, and said 
something ; he could not catch the words. Then some 
cruel thoughts passed suddenly through his mind. 
Gunga knew too much ; a blow of his knife would 
silence for ever all chance of disclosure of what had 
been done for Eadha ; the gold he had to give her 
would be saved. There was a large well or cistern 
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behind the house; the wall of the back-yard hung 
over it ; it was a place where the women of the town 
washed their clothes, and was so held to be unclean. 
That would hide her. A Moorlee ? What Moorlee 
had not jealousies and strifes ? Who would care for 
her? And he drew the dagger and stood over her 
in an attitude to strike. 

Why he hesitated he could never tell ; certainly it 
was not from fear. Perhaps some lingering feeling 
of compassion for one so young — perhaps the memory 
of some caress — stayed the blow for an instant, for he 
did not strike. The light fell full on her eyes and face 
as she turned, and she smiled and awoke suddenly. 

" I dreamed of thee, beloved," she said, stretching 

out her arms to him, " and thou art here But why 

the knife ? " she continued, quickly sitting up, as the 
light gleamed on the blade. " Moro ! — I — I — I fear 
thee ; why dost thou look at me so ? Ah !" and she 
covered her eyes with her hand, expecting deatL 

" Only to cut these strings," he said, with a hard 
laugh, recovering himself and dividing the cord 
which was tied round the paper containing the gold 
anklets. "Look, Gunga!" and he held them up to 
the light, and shook them till the little bells on them 
clashed gently. 

" Thou art good," she said, looking up as he held 
them above her, still shaking them ; " they are very, 
very beautiful, but thou wilt not give them to me, for 
thou hast not got Tara. Ah ! thou hast just come from 
her, and wilt not give them. Gk) ! go back to her." 
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" But my sister is her father's wife, and these are 
heavier than Tara's. I have not broken faith with 
thee, Gunga>" he replied, " nor my oath at the Plip-n&s 
temple. Take them — ^they are thine henceforth. And 
now wilt thou go with me, Gunga ? I have prepared 
a horse for thee, and Bheema can walk." 

" To the end of life," cried the girl, who had risen 
to her knees to put on the anklets, and who now 
clasped his feet, — "to the end of life ! Kill me if 
thou wilt, Moro Trimmul, who would care? It 
would be no pain to Gunga/' 



CHAPTER IX. 

A THICK heavy rain was falling, which had lasted 
nearly all day without intermission, and the afternoon 
was now advanced. The sky was one uniform tint 
of dark grey, in which, near the horizon, some yel- 
lowish, lurid colour occasionally appeared. Dark 
masses of cloud came up slowly from the south-west 
at times, causing a deeper gloom as they passed 
overhead, accompanied by bursts of rain, which some- 
times fell in sheets, deluging the ground, and dash- 
ing up muddy spray from the soft earth. The air 
was stifling; and there was a strong sulphurous 
smell with the rain, which increased the disagreeable 
effect of the close, hot atmosphere. Sometimes a 
gentle 'breeze, hardly suflScient to give the rain a 
slanting direction, arose, and felt refreshing ; but as 
the heavy clouds passed, it died away, and the rain 
fell perpendicularly again, with a constant monoton- 
ous plash, which, coming from a wide plain, sounded 
like a dull roar. 

Little could be seen of the plain itself; for not 
only was the rain too thick to allow of any distance 
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to appear definitely, but there was a steamy mist 
rising from the previously heated earth, which in- 
creased the already existing dimness and gloom. 
Sometimes a few trees in the vicinity, which appeared 
tall and ghostly in the grey light and thick air, stood 
out more in detail as the rain slackened for a while, 
and seemed to give promise of breaking; and on 
these occasions two villages became dimly visible; 
one of them nearly a mile distant, the other perhaps 
half a mile farther, situated to the right and left of 
what, in dry weather, was a well-beaten road-track, 
but which could only now be known as such, by 
being . bare of grass, and by the slightly raised 
banks, covered here and there by low bushes, which 
bounded it. 

The place we are about to describe occupied 
the summit of a small eminence, below which, 
in a valley watered by a rivulet, was a village 
surrounded by tall crops of grain, now coming 
into ear, mingled with fields of cotton, as yet 
very low, and pulse, and other cereals, generally 
about waist-high. This difference in the height 
of the crops left the valley comparatively open; 
and the road-track could be followed by the eye, 
whenever the mist and rain cleared a little — 
through the fields to the gate of the first village, 
before which there was an open piece of ground, 
past a small Hindu temple surrounded with trees, 
and up a slight ascent beyond, to a plain, along 
which it continued, till it disappeared among the tall 
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jowary fields and other cultivation of the next vil- 
lage. These two villages were called the greater and 
less Kinny. 

The valley, or hollow, was little more than a de- 
scent in the undulation of the country; but, when 
the rain fell heavily at the nearer village, so as 
almost to conceal it, the effect from the eminence 
we describe was, as though it were actually deep and 
broad; and then also the farther village, with its 
trees, appeared distant, and sometimes was not vis- 
ible at alL Thus alternating, as sometimes plainly 
in view, and at others not to be seen, these villages 
appeared to be objects of deep interest to three men, 
*who occupied the spot we have just mentioned. 
Occasionally, and as the rain cleared a little, one or 
other of them would proceed to the top of a heap of 
stones near at hand, and look anxiously along the 
line of road, past the fields and the open space 
before the gate of the first Kinny, up the ascent 
beyond, and over the plain to the second ; and there 
were moments when a man on horseback might 
easUy have been descried even at the further vil- 
lage, certainly at the second, or between them, had 
such a person been upon the road; but no one 
appeared. 

The spot was remarkable as the highest point for 
a long distance either way upon the road-track; 
and indeed, had the day been clear, a large extent 
of country could have been seen from it in all 
directions. Now, however, the view was very limit- 

VOL. I. H 



U4 TAR A: 

ed ; and on the opposite sides from the two vil- 
lages nothing could be seen but a plain, thinly- 
covered with grass and bushes, and strewn thickly 
with black stones, which, uncultivated as it was 
for miles, looked doubly desolate through the misty 
air, being partially covered with pools of water 
of a yellowish brown colour, the result of the pre- 
sent rain. Over this plain, three roads or paths di- 
verged from the place the men occupied. The main 
track, which had the appearance of being somewhat 
beaten, was broader than the others, and led west- 
ward to the town of AUund, about six miles distant, 
— the others to villages from two to four miles to 
the south and west 

The plain was, as we have said, very stony, and at 
the place we allude to, the heap of stones had been 
formed gradually by travellers who, coming from all 
sides, took up one from the path, and threw it, with 
a prayer to the local divinity, upon the pile. This 
had been done, no doubt, for centuries; still the 
stones upon the paths appeared as thick as ever, and 
sorely impeded and harassed aU travellers, whether 
on foot or horseback. 

Over this heap of stones grew a large banian, and 
close to it several scraggy neem trees; a peepul, 
too, had once existed, but was dead. Part of the 
trunk and one large branch remained standing, 
white and dry, and a portion of another lay on the 
ground, from which chips of firewood had been cut 
from time to time. It looked as if it had been struck 
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with lightning, which, indeed, was not improbable, 
as several branches of the banian were scathed 
and riven, probably from the same cause. ^ Of all 
these trees, however, the banian or " burr," as it is 
called in the language of the country, was most 
remarkable. 

Not possessed of the luxuriant foliage common to 
this tree in other places, probably because the soil 
was too poor and rocky, its huge gnarled boughs 
were bare of small branches and leaves ; some were 
naked and actually withered, others apparently so, 
and all stretched their white gaunt arms into the 
sky, with a wild and ghastly effect against the 
leaden grey of the clouds. In process of the cen- 
turies of its existence, several boughs had become 
detached from the parent trunk, and were upheld by 
stems which had once been pendant roots, and had 
struck into the ground These portions, if anything 
more bare, and more gnarled and twisted than the 
parent tree, rose loftily into the air, and with the 
same effect we have already noticed. 

The larger boughs and stems were full of holes, 
which sheltered a numerous colony of small grey tree 
owls, whose bright yellow eyes stared from behind 
large boughs, and out of crevices in the trunks, or 
from among the ornaments of the roof of the temple 
below; while they kept up a perpetual twittering, 
as if they conversed together, which indeed per- 
haps they did. On hot bright days lizards, large 
and small, crept out of crevices and basked in the 
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sun ; and among them a family of huge black ones, with 
bright eyes and scarlet throats, which they inflated 
as thej^ appeared to swell with importance. Shep- 
herd boys believed these to be evil spirits, and if 
they were brave, pelted them with stones, or if other- 
wise ran off, as one of them issued forth and looked 
about curiously. 

Some large holes, too, near the top of the tree, con- 
tained great horned owls, which, if attracted by any 
noise, sat, with stupidly-grave aspect and wide saucer- 
eyes, looking down upon the road — ^the tuffcs of feathers 
over their ears alternately erected and depressed — 
till they flew out with a loud hoot to look for some 
more undisturbed retreat. These owls, great and 
small, with the lizards, had the tree, for the most 
part, to themselves. Probably there was not enough 
foliage to tempt other birds to rest there ; for except 
an occasional wandering flock of chattering parro- 
quets, mynas, or green pigeons, none frequented it by 
day. By night, however, it was otherwise: for it 
was then the roosting-place of the vultures, eagles, 
and other carrion birds of the district, with whom 
the owls did not apparently interfera 

At the back, partly behind the parent tree and the 
heap of stones, was a small and evidently ancient 
Hindu temple, consisting of one chamber and a 
porch. The chamber was not much larger than suf- 
ficed to contain the image, and allow a priest to offi- 
ciate before it in case of necessity, and was too low 
to admit of a man's standing upright. The porch. 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 117 

which was supported in front by two roughly-hewn 
stone pillars, was somewhat larger; and the three 
men we have mentioned, were enabled to sit in it 
comfortably, protected from the rain. The doorway 
was narrow and low, and the inside of the chamber 
wasdark ; but a small PhaUic emblem could be seen 
within set upon a low altar, and a rudely-sculptured 
stone bull, in a sitting posture, had originally been 
placed before the porch facing the image. The temple, 
image, and bull showed that the grove had been 
originally dedicated to Siva, or Mahadeo, in the form 
of that ancient " pillar and calf' worship so fatal to 
the Israelites of old, and which for them possessed 
so strange a fascination. 

The temple was deserted, and, except on the an- 
nual festival of the god, when some priest from a 
neighbouring village swept out the chamber, brought 
a light to bum before the image, poured the usual 
libations, and hung a few garlands of jessamine and 
marigold flowers over it, no one ever came with in- 
tent to worship, and the place was utterly neglected. 
Last year's garlands were now but dry brown leaves 
hanging to a cotton thread ; the chamber was dirty, 
and strewn with dead leaves; the stone bull in front 
was overthrown, and lying on its side, and even in 
bright sunshine the place presented a melancholy, 
deserted appearance. Sometimes, in the heat of the 
day, village lads, in charge of goats and cattle, would 
meet there, but only in lack of other shelter from 
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the sun ; for indeed the spot had an evil reputation, 
and not without reason. 

It is not surprising that it was believed to be the 
resort of malignant spirits which love to dwell in 
such places, and of tricksy and mischievous sprites 
which inhabited the large holes in the old trunks, 
sharing them with the owls and lizards that lived 
there : vexed travellers' horses, causing them to cast 
shoes in the stones, or led wayfarers astray, especi- 
ally at night, among the many paths over the stony 
plain — or bewitched cows and buffaloes, and dried 
up their milk. So, ofttimes, shepherds came with 
flowers, and poured libations of milk and curds, after 
a rude fashion, over a few large stones which lay 
among the gnarled roots of the great tree, and had 
been placed there as devoted to the local divinities — 
Fauns and Dryads — and therefore held in rude rever- 
ence ; and these, on such occasions, were smeared with 
red or black powder in a kind of deprecatory worship. 

It was not for these reasons alone that the place 
was dreaded ; it had, from other causes, even a worse 
reputation. It was notorious as the place of meet- 
ing for most of the gang robberies in the country ; 
for assemblies of parties of highway robbers, and the 
distribution of stolen property. Watchmen on village 
towers at night, sometimes saw fires twinkling about 
the temple, and well knew the cause of them ; and 
shepherd boys next day found rude clay crucibles 
and extinguished charcoal fires in one place where 
the trunk was hollow at the root of the tree, and 
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thus knew that gold and silver had been melted 
there at night. 

Murder, too, had been done there. On one occa- 
sion, not very long ago, several fresh corpses had been 
found in the old well barely concealed by leaves and 
bushes ; and, more recently, a body found lying on 
the road had been dragged from line of one village 
boundary to another — ^for several boundaries of vil- 
lage lands diverged from that spot — ^to escape the 
king's fine, till it was eaten by vultures and hyenas, 
and the bones lay and bleached under the great tree 
for many a day, to the terror of all wayfarers. In 
short, the place was thus esteemed evil for many 
reasons ; and whether villagers or travellers came 
past it by any of the roads over the plain, or from the 
two Kinnys, alone or in company, they hurried past 
the temple, breathing a spell or prayer against the 
ghosts and spirits which dwelt in it, and heartily 
wishing themselves safe beyond its precincts. 



CHAPTER X. 

The three persons who were sheltering themselves in 
the porch of the temple had apparently no appre- 
hensions. Each in turn, throwing a coarse black 
blanket about him, mounted the heap of stones and 
looked eagerly toward the villages and along the 
line of road. The others sat together, rolling up 
leaves of the banian tree from time to time, which 
they filled with tobacco from their pouches, and 
smoked as fast as made. All three were heavily 
armed with long straight swords with solid basket- 
handles, from which a spike projected below the 
hilt, enabling the wearer to use his weapon double- 
handed, as weU as to protect the wrist ; shields of 
stout hide, with brass bosses, hung at their backs, 
and daggers of different forms were in their girdles. 
In the chamber of the temple their three matchlocks 
leaned against the wall — two being ordinary ones 
with long bright barrels, the other short and hand- 
somely inlaid with gold, evidently of superior value 
to the others. The men wore their large crooked 
powder-horns, and bullet-bags, with tinder-boxes, at- 
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tached to soft leather waistbelts, and their priming- 
horns, hung to the breast-buckles of their sword-belts, 
of buff leather. The matchlocks were ready for in- 
stant use; for the matches were lighted, and the smoke, 
from the match-ends, and that of a small fire made of 
dried twigs, filled the chamber and issued from the 
door. 

The two men who were sitting in the porch— one 
had just gone and taken post again upon the stones — 
were stout square-built fellows, of dark-brown com- 
plexion, with peculiarly round powerful shoulders, 
which gave them almost the appearance of deformity. 
They wore coarse cotton tunics and tight drawers, 
which reached to the knee, leaving the lower part of 
the legs bare, and showing them to be sinewy and 
well exercised by constant travel. They had not re- 
moved their sandals, which were strong and studded 
with large-headed nails, and, as they sat together, 
the resemblance in figure was very striking. They 
were, in fact, twin-brothers, and, being Mahrattas, 
had been named, as is usual, Eama and Lukshmun, 
after the popular heroes of the Mahabarut. Even in 
features there was a strong resemblance ; but the ex- 
pression of the elder, Eama, was as gloomy, if not 
savage, as that of the younger Lukshmun was cheer- 
ful and good-natured. 

The brothers had been long silent, and the third 
person, who, with a heavy black blanket thrown over 
his head, had been sitting for some time upon the 
stones, got up and returned to the porch as a fresh 
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cloud passed overhead, accompanied by heavier rain 
than before, which gradually shut out the village and 
road from his view, shook the wet from the blanket, 
and stood looking gloomily at the sky and the torrents 
of water which were running off the ground towards 
the declivity of the eminence. There was a great 
contrast between this person and the others in every 
respect, and he merits, perhaps, a separate description. 

Though young, he was evidently the leader of the 
party, and his comparatively fair complexion and 
r^ular features, as well as the caste -mark on his 
forehead, showed him to be a Eajpoot, descended 
from those emigrants from Northern India whom 
military service, even at that period, had tempted 
from Oude and Delhi to the remote Dekhan. In 
stature, as in powerful make, he much exceeded his 
companions, and his carriage was soldierlike and 
graceful. He wore a quilted tunic of what had once 
been gay red " mushroo," the strong satin of the 
coimtry, but now stained and frayed ; long tight 
drawers, turned up to the calf ; a dark red turban, of 
fine texture, jaimtily cocked aside, its gold thread 
end being turned back over the top ; and his powder- 
horn, bullet-bag, and shield, as well as a little gold 
embroidery upon his sword-belt, all of a better quality 
than the others, with a fine single pearl ear-ring — 
proved him to be as much superior to them in rank, as 
his expression and deportment were in intelligence. 

Gopal Singh, for such was his name, was, in truth, 
decidedly good-looking. Large black eyes, full of 
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light, a prominent nose, bushy whiskers, very neatly 
trimmed, and a small moustache twisted upwards 
into close curls at the comers of a mouth delicately 
formed and almost effeminate in character when re- 
laxed, but which, when the lips were compressed, 
seemed full of deep expression both for good and 
evil, — the chin, clean- shaved and prominent, be- 
tokening firmness, — all combined to form a counte- 
nance in which decision and energy were evident ; 
but, in spite of his good features, their general expres- 
sion was repellant, expressing cruelty and lawless- 
ness of no common order. 

" He will never get across the Benathoora to-day, 
my friends," he said, stepping into a dry comer of 
the porch and sitting down ; '' and we have a wear}'' 
journey to Itga before us in this mud ; yet I dare not 
face the master, my uncle, without some news of him." . 

" Maharaj," replied Eama, respectfully, folding his 
hands — " Great prince" — by which title (an ordinary 
one of respect), or that of Jemadar, Gopal Singh was 
usually addressed by them — " I know the Bena- 
thoora, and she will not come down before night ; 
and if it be true that the man left KuUianee yester- 
day, there is plenty of time for him to be here by 
sunset. Depend upon it, he will make for Allund 
to-day, and there will have been no deep mud for 
some hours after he left. Couldst thou see nothing 
on the road?" 

" Nothing, Eama. At one time I thought I saw 
him at the gate of the village yonder, but as the rain 
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cleared off, it was only some cattle going in ; then the 
mist closed up the view, and I could see no more, and 
came away. By Krishna, but this rain is something 
to see ! I question whether he could cross the Nulla 
down there before Kinny, it seems filling so fast." 

"Ah! he can ford it well enough if he is bent 
on coming," said Lukshmim, "and he could not 
stop at either village, for I told the Gowras* this 
morning, if a stranger came, to send him on with 
a guide, and to shut the gate if he wanted to stop. 
So, if he left Kullianee yesterday, he ought to 
have come a good distance before night ; and if 
he started again this morning, there is no river, or 
Nulla, between to stop him but the Benathoora, 
and that will be fordable till midnight, even with 
heavier rain than this. He would not stay for the 
rain to clear ? " 

" He must have left it," returned the Jemadar ; " he 
dared not stay there. One of old Lukmun Greer's 
disciples was to accompany him to a village half-way 
to Allund yesterday, and send him on from thence 
with guides from village to village. We offered 
escort, but he would take no one — the fellow was 
suspicious." 

"Then he is quite safe, Maharaj. The guides may 
plague him ; but if he started under injunctions from 
the old Bawa's disciple, he will be passed on care- 
fully," returned Eama. 

* Ooiora, or Paiil — chief authority of a Tillage in the Mahratta 
country. 
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"I hope he is, brothers. I would not lose our 
chance of the gold he has for something — ^nor indeed 
of himself/' 

" Gold ! Jemadar," cried both eagerly, in a breath. 

" Yes, my friends ; good royal mohnrs, I know ; for 
the day before yesterday he rested at the Gosai's 
Mutt,* and had a Hoondee "I* cashed in the shop. It 
was a goodly pouchful, I know, and it will come to 
us if we wait patiently." 

Gopal Singh lighted some tinder with his flint and 
steel, and then a leaf cigarette, as we may call it, 
and began to smoke in silence, which was only broken 
by the dripping of the rain from the porch of the 
temple and the tree, the general plash over the plain, 
and the loud and continuous croaking of the frogs 
in the pools and puddles. 

The Jemadar first broke silence. " Some one must 
look again,"" he continued, after a while ; " and it is 
brighter now. Go thou, Lukshmun, take the blanket 
and sit close." 

" It is not weather to turn out a dog," muttered the 
man, sulkily, getting up and stepping down from the 
porch ; " but I will go, Maharaj, if it is your order. 
Shall I go on to Kinny," he continued, *' and see if I 
can get tidings of him ? Better that than sitting up 
there like a drenched scarecrow in a field."' 

"Good, brother, go! Try the Nulla before you 
venture into the middle of it, lest it be too strong for 
you," said Eama. 

* Monastery. f Bill of exchange. 



126 TAKA: 

*' And wait there for a time/' added Jemadar. " If 
he do not arrive before night thou canst bring some 
flour, ghee, and sugar from the Patel ; * for if we ar^ 
to watch here all night we had need to eat, and I must 
make some bread ; but if the man comes, bring him 
on — ^he will be well-mounted and will not fear the 
Nulla, and thou canst invent something about going 
back to Allund on urgent business." 

" Trust me for that, Jemadar. If I have an ugly 
fiuje I can speak soft words when I choose, and I 
know enough of the camp language to make him 
understand. Now, I am going." So saying, he 
doubled the blanket in a peculiar manner, so as to 
form a cloak, threw it over his head and shoulders, 
and folded the sides tightly about him ; then taking 
off his sandals, which he carried in his hand, he 
strode away in the rain, as rapidly as the mud would 
admit. 

" Take care of the thorns in the lane near the vil- 
lage ; put on your sandals there : we can't have you 
troubling us with a Babool-(- thorn in your foot," 
shouted the Jemadar. 

Lukshmun turned round and nodded his assent, 
and continued as before. They watched him silently 
till he disappeared over the brow of the eminence, 
when Eama said to his companion, " What if 
they have sent the man on by the other road, or 
warned him, Jemadar?" There was another road 

* PcOil — chief officer and authority of a village in Mahratta 
districts. t Mimosa. 
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which passed about half a mile to the south of where 
they sat. 

•" He dare not, Eama ; by his soul he dare not," 
replied the Jemadar, with flashing eyes and distended 
nostrils. " Do you think he would dare my uncle's 
vengeance ? does he wish his cattle to be harried by 
Pahar Singh, and his village burnt ? " 

" Perhaps not ; and it would be likely enough to 
happen, Jemadar," said Eama, laughing ; " and, I 
suppose, we should have to come to do it. But what 
is to be done with the man ? — That ? " and he 
pointed significantly to the old well with his thumb. 

" no, Rama," returned the other, laughing in his 
turn. " Nothing of that kind, now. The man him- 
self is precious, why, the uncle knows, and some 
more of them, though they have not told me. I only 
hope he will not make a fight of it and get hurt." 

" Then we could not help it, of course. Jemadar." 

*' No, indeed, friend. But we are three to one, and 
he is only a Mutsuddee * after all — not a man of 
war — he will be quiet enough, I dare say." 

" Well, if I am to say the truth, Maharaj, I am 
glad of it," returned Eama. " It is all very well to 
kill people in a fair foray, or if anybody will fight in 
a Dur6ra,+ one's blood is up, and it does not matter ; 
but, somehow or other, the last affair here was not 
agreeable, and ever since I have not liked the place 
at night. We need not add to the people that lie 
yonder," and he pointed over his shoulder to a comer 
* Clerk, or secretary. t Gang robbery. 



128 TARA: 

of the tree, " unless, indeed, it is to be, then of course 
we can't help it/' 

"Nor I either, Rama. It is only pleasant here 
when there are fifty or sixty good fellows assembled, 
and the gold and silver are boiling in the pots 
yonder. I don't like this new business as well as 
the old By Gunga, what a flash ! " 

Indeed the flash of lightning, which caused both 
to start to their feet, was nearly blinding. Without 
warning, except by the passage of another dark cloud 
above, it had fallen on part of the old tree which was 
separate from the rest — a branch supported by two 
roots which had struck into the ground — and had 
riven away part of it, which fell across the mound 
of stones with a loud and heavy crash, and was fol- 
lowed by a cracking peal of thunder, so loud and so 
near that the men involuntarily put their hands to 
their ears. 

*' It would have killed him if he had been on the 
stones,'" said Eama, who first spoke, as the peal, 
spreading itself over the heavens, was dying into 
deep growls in the distance. " By all the gods ! was 
there ever such thunder?" 

" It will break up the clouds, perhaps," returned 
the Jemadar, " and this rain will then stop. Ye^, it 
was a narrow escape, indeed, and we may be thankful 
he went. It is a good omen for us, Eama ! " 

" I vow a rupee to be inlaid in the floor of the 
temple of Ddvi, at Tooljapoor, and to feed twenty- 
four Bramhuns," said the man, reverently. "Yes," 
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he added, looking up and over the plain, " I think it 
will break up before sunset/' 

But we must follow the spy on his double errand, 
while the pair, who still converse, speculate upon the 
probable issue of it, smoke by turns, and long for 
a break in the rain. And there is another person, 
too, who must needs be looked after on his journey 
hitherward. 
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CHAPTER XL 

A STOUT serving-man was holding a powerful grey 
horse, which, well, if not handsomely, caparisoned, 
stood neighing loudly before the door of an ordinary 
house in the main street of Surroori, a small village 
nearly midway between the towns of Kullianee and 
AUund, as a person within, evidently of a superior 
class, was girding up his waist with a shawl, and 
otherwise preparing himseK for a day's journey. Of 
middle stature, thin but well-proportioned, with a 
light bamboo-coloured complexion of a pale cast, and 
a slight habitual stoop, the man seemed unaccustomed 
to rough exertion; and the sword he had just fastened 
into his waistbelt, along with an ivory-handled poni- 
ard and knife, was apparently more for ornament than 
for use — such a one as might be used at court, or by 
a boy, — ^not the weapon of a soldier. 

The man's face was clean shaven, except a long 
mustache, which drooped very much at the comers, 
and the features were by no means ill-favoured. A 
first glance showed an expression of much intelli- 
gence, mingled, however, as you looked further, with 
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much CTinning. The eyes were small, deep-set under 
bushy eyebrows, and of a light grey ; the nose high 
and aquiline, but broad across the nostrils, and hung 
over the moustache in a peculiar manner ; the fore- 
head was wrinkled into furrows by habitual elevation 
of the eyebrows ; and, as far as the upper part of the 
face was concerned, it had ^n appearance of firmness, 
which the lower portion belied; for the mouth, drawn 
up at the comers in a constant and apparently hypo- 
critical attempt to smile, was evidently performing 
an ofiSce foreign to its intention; and the chin, which 
suddenly retreated into a somewhat bony throat, had 
no character but decided weakness, if not, indeed, 
actual cowardice and deceit. Thus, the whole fea- 
tures wore a restless, suspicious, and hypocritical 
expression, which, most likely, was a true indication 
of the possessor's mind. 

Lalla Toolsee Das was not a native of the Dekhan, 
but had served for the last two years, or nearly so, in 
the Dufter, or Eecord Office of the Emperor Aunmg- 
zeeb. The Lalla had been sent from Delhi to his 
uncle, who was in the Emperor's service : and, having 
given proofs of ability as a Persian scholar, he had 
been appointed to a confidential situation about the 
Emperor himself What use the Lalla had made of 
his position will appear hereafter, as also why he now 
undertook a long journey alone, in a strange country, 
and at an inclement season of the year. Meanwhile 
we have only to describe his progress, which, so far 
as the weather is concerned, appears uncertain. 
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The Lalla had risen eariy, bathed, breakfasted, and 
packed his saddle-bags. He had looked out several 
times since morning, but always with the same result 
as to the sky, which continued of a dull, leaden grey, 
with occasional rain. There was no wind, it was close 
and hot, and his host, an old Byragee,* who was a lay 
monk of the Mutt, or monastery, at KuUianee, which 
the Lalla had left the day before, was persuading him 
to remain. But the indifferent night's rest he had 
endured from the venomous musquitoes, the moaning 
of a cow over a new-bom calf, and other noises from 
cattle and goats, — from the women, who ground at 
the mill so early in the house, singing a discordant 
Canarese song — and, above all, his personal anxiety 
to proceed, — ^have weighed against the weather. 

" Ah, my poor Motee,"-(- said the Lalla, as he heard 
his horse neigh, " thou wilt have a hard day of it, I 
fear, in the mud. How far didst thou say it was, 
Bawa Sahib ? " he continued to his host. 

" It is six coss, I by our reckoning here, by one 
road — seven or eight by the other," replied the Byra- 
gee, "which, in the coss you are accustomed to in Hin- 
dustan, will be ten one way, and thirteen the other." 

"And you recommend the longest road, Bawajee?" 

"Well, sir, it is as you please. You will have 
somewhat less mud and stones by the upper road 
than by the lower — that is all," 

* Byragee — one of the orders of recluses. + Jifotee — ^pearl. 

t A coss is two and a half to three miles in the Canarese districts 
of the Dekhan. 
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" Ah, friend," continued the Lalla, as we shall call 
him, "four coss more at the end of a hard day is 
not pleasant, and so the less the better. Let me 
see ; here is my route. Ah, Kinny, little and great ; 
I suppose I can rest at either if I like, though I 
should prefer getting on to the worthy Fathers' Mutt 
at AUund." 

" Certainly," replied the old man ; but do not stop 
at Kinny, if you can help ; and, above all, do not 
shelter yourself at the temple on the hill, under the 
'Burr' tree. Ah, yes, there will be heavy rain 
to-day, Lallajee, for it is so hot," he continued, look- 
ing up at the clouds, now deepening into fringes of 
black here and there ; " you had better stay." 

" No, Bawa, I must go on ; and if it rains I can't 
help it. But about the tree," the Lalla continued ; 
" I suppose there are sprites and devils in it as usual; 
and, to say the truth, 1 am not afraid of them. A 
man that always lives among soldiers, you know, 
gets brave." 

" Indeed," returned the Byragee dryly. " 0. of 
course ! But take my advice, and when you change 
guides at Kinny, ask them to send you by the south 
road; it's — it's the best, and some bad places are 
avoided. But here is the Patel," he added, as that 
functionary, emerging from his doorway opposite, 
with a striped blanket over his head and shoulders, 
saluted the Lalla with a loud " Numascar Maharaj ! " 
" He wiU direct the guide himself, Lallajee, which 
will insure a speedy and safe journey." 
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They followed the Patel through the village, 
which, under the steadily increasing rain, looked 
sufficiently wretched to deter any one from staying, 
who had not urgent necessity for doing so. This was 
not the Lalla's predicament ; and he now unfastened 
a large thick felt travelling-cloak, from the pommel 
of his cloth saddle, put it over his head, and wrapped 
it around him so as to cover his legs, which were 
protected by long, soft, Persian riding-boots. 

Few people were astir. Under shelter of the 
house-walls the dogs had assembled in groups, and, 
standing with their tails between their legs, barked 
at the stranger as he passed. Pigs and fowls, being 
disturbed by his horse, ran to and fro, with noisy 
grunt and cackle. Some cattle stood together in 
parties near their owner's houses ; a heavy steam from 
their nostrils ascending into the thick air, and broke 
the sUence by an occasional hoarse low. Here and 
there a stout motherly dame, with a child seated 
astride on her hip, and others hanging about her, 
stood, nothing abashed, at her house door, looking at 
the Lalla as he passed ; or a farmer, with his blanket 
cast over his head, smoking his morning cigarette, 
loimged under shelter of his own eaves, and ex- 
changed a morning greeting with the Patel. The 
spouts of terraced houses were beginning to run 
fast, and small streams of water were already making 
their way through the mud. 

In the gateway were two or three "jowans," or 
young men, who watched and guarded it, and acted 
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as messengers. One of these was sent for a guide, 
and the party staid under shelter till he arrived, 
when the Lalla and his bundle were formally made 
over to him, to be delivered up at the next village, 
about two miles distant; and finally, the Lalla 
moimted. 

" Don't forget the south road from Kinny," said 
the Byragee, wishing him a good journey, as the 
Lalla, making his parting salutation, rode out of the 
gateway. 

'' Who is that V asked the PateL " You kept him 
mighty close in your Mutt last night." 

" I don't know," returned the other ; " but he goes 
on the government business to Beejapoor, and you 
know the order which came with him. I suppose it is 
some secret matter, else he would have had an escort" 

"Well, he is gone, whoever he is," said the 
Patel; "and I would rather he travelled than I, 
even on that good beast of his, to Allund, to-day. 
It is going to rain badly — ^but it will do the grain 
good." And so they fell to talking of their farms, 
and the prices of grain at the last market, while the 
Lalla and his guide proceeded onward. 

If the Lalla could have understood his guide, the 
way might have been beguiled by pleasant gossip of 
the country round; but of the vernacular of that 
part of the country he was profoundly ignorant, and 
every attempt he made in the " Oordoo," or court lan- 
guage, was met with a curt " Tillid-illa" — "don't 
understand " — or an occasional very expressive pan- 
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tomimic action on the part of the guide who, looking 
back, sometimes pointed to the bundle on his head, 
then to the rain, and again tapped his own stomach, 
or stuffed his fingers into his mouth, conveying the 
intimation that he expected to be well rewarded, 
and was very hungry. Thus the next village was 
reached, the first guide was dismissed with a little 
extra gratuity, and the Lalla again proceeded with a 
fresh one * 

The ranges of low hills crossed from time to time 
had been stony but firm ground, and as yet Motee 
had not suffered. The dreaded river, which might' 
have cut him off from Allund, was now behind him ; 
and, after ascending a small eminence, and a wide 
plain appeared before him, our traveller congratu- 
lated himself on a speedy arrival at his destination, 
having, as he considered, got over at least one half 
of his journey. 

Very soon, however, the rough, stony path changed 
into one which at times was difficult to discern at alL 
The plain over which the road now lay was culti- 
vated as far as could be seen, but the fields were as 
yet unsown. Step after step the mud appeared deeper, 
the stones in it more numerous and slippery ; and, in 
feet, after about a mile, during which the rain had 
fallen more heavily than ever, the plain appeared 
covered with water, which could not run off, and the 

* Each village is obliged to famish a guide to travellers on pay- 
ment of a small gratuity, and these men relieve themselves at 
every village. 
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black soil of the road and fields to have turned into 
liquid mud, barely able to support the stones which 
lay so thickly upon it. So long, too, as the rain had 
not penetrated far below the surface, Motee's feet 
had at least the ^ry earth to rest upon; but now 
not even that remained, and yet the gallant horse 
struggled on, snorting, and occasionally plunging, 
but evidently becoming wearied by eflforts which had 
no respite. Still the guide led on, sometimes by 
the road-track, sometimes by its grassy banks, and 
again leaving both, struck into other paths through 
the fields which prpmised firmer footing. 

The rain continued to pour in torrents : indeed, 
it was more than ever violent : and a flash of blind- 
ing lightning, followed by a roar of thunder be- 
fore them, promised worse weather. Poor Motee 
even winced, evincing a strong determination to turn 
round and set his tail to it ; but a few words of en- 
couragement from his master, and being led a few 
paces by the guide, restored his temper, and he pro- 
ceeded gallantly. 

At the junction of two roads, the guide paused for 
a moment. One, it was clear, led to a village they 
had seen for some time past, the trees of which 
loomed large and heavy through the thick air, but it 
appeared out of direction of the path. The Lallans 
stock of Canarese was simply nothing— of Mahratta 
not much more ; but the name of his destination was, 
at least, intelligible. " Allund/' he said, holding out 
a rupee between his finger and thumb, "Allund!" 
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The guide grinned as he took the coin. " Allund ! '' 
he returned afl&rmatively, and striking into a path to 
the right, the Lalla could see that, by avoiding the 
village to the left, the road led apparently in the 
direction of what looked like a clump of trees stand- 
ing out against the sky. Was that the banian tree 
of which he had been warned by the old Byragee at 
Surroori ? The Lalla's little stock of Mahratta was 
again put into requisition, and the guide seemed to 
understand it readily. 

Yes, the village to the left was Little Kinny ; that 
to the right, great Kiimy, and that was the " Burr " 
tree beyond. Good ; then he had only to avoid the 
tree, if that indeed were necessary. Since the peal 
of thunder the rain had decreased, and a breeze was 
springing up in his feuje, which was very refresh- 
ing. The clouds, too, were breaking, as appeared 
by patches of bright fringe in the south-west. The 
guide pointed to them cheerfully, as he moved on at 
a steady pace ; for the plain, though muddy in parts, 
was now not so bad as what he had already passed. 
So, as our friend is likely to reach Kinny without 
farther trouble, let us see what Lukshmun has been 
doing since we left him. 

The little rivulet in the valley was above his knees 
as he passed it, and, to any one who did not know it, 
the ford would have been dangerous ; but Lukshmun 
waded through, without apprehension, and a few 
minutes after, as he entered the village gateway and 
shook the rain from his blanket, a group of people 
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assembled there welcomed him with a hearty shout 
of greeting. 

" We thought you would have given it up and 
departed," said the old Patel, who, with his son, a 
few of the village farmers, and the Putwari, or ac- 
countant, were sitting in an open chamber of the 
deep gateway, the usual place of business. " We 
thought you would have gone away, else I would 
have sent up some milk. Why did you not come 
and sit here, instead of in that ungodly place up 
yonder ? Here, one of ye," he continued to a group 
of " jowans," who were sitting in the opposite cham- 
ber, " take his blanket and dry it. Hast thou eaten 
to-day, friend ?" 

" Nothing but a bit of stale cake I had in my waist- 
cloth," replied the man ; " only that my teeth are 
strong, it would have broken them. The ' poor man's ' 
bread in the Mutt at Kullianee is not dainty food, 
and the flour was musty, Patel !" 

" Take him away to the house, and let them feed 
him ; the women will have something good, I dare 
say," replied the Patel. " Go and see.*' 

" And no one has passed since morning?" 

" Not a creature. It is not weather to send the 
dogs out ; and the mud from Kulmus to Kinny and 
hitherwards will be hopeless. No, he won't come 
to-day ; but go and eat, friend — go and eat." 

" If I am wanted," said Lukshmun. 

" Jee, jee ! Ay, ay ! I will not forget you. Go ! " 

"What does he want out such a day as this?" 



140 TARA: 

asked the Putwari ; " What has Pahar Singh in hand 
just now?" 

" What does it matter to us, Eao Sahib V returned 
the Patel ; " all we have to do is to keep his people 
in good humour, to save our cattle from being har- 
ried, our stacks from being burned, and our people," 
he added, looking round at the farmers and their 
wives, *' from being robbed when they come from 
market ? That is worth what we pay him. Should 
we have got the crops off that disputed land at Chitli 
if he had not sent those spearmen?" 

" No, no ; do not interfere," said a chorus of farmers' 
voices, who, in those unsettled times, might, unless 
their village were known to be under the protection of 
some local chieftain, at any time have their flocks and 
herds swept away by the people of a more powerful 
village, or by any of the independent gentry, or barons, 
as we may call them, of the country. " What have we 
to do with state affairs, or with Pahar Singh either?" 

So the assembly having voted non-interference with 
whatever might be in hand, our friend Lukshmun 
was allowed to get his meal in peace. Smoking — ^the 
impossibility of getting anything — and a tight waist- 
band, had kept appetite down as yet ; but with the 
Patel's kitchen in prospect, it rose fiercely for the 
occasion as he approached the house. 

Lukshmun washed his feet and hands before he 
entered and sat down. what a smell of fried 
onions there was ! and, as a girl set before him a pile 
of hot, well-buttered jowaree cakes, a cup full of 
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" char," or pepper-water with tamarind in it, a fresh 
leaf full of a savoury stew of vegetables of all kinds, 
and some dull or pease-pudding, well-seasoned with 
red pepper and garlic, Lukshmun's heart expanded, 
and he set to work with a good will. Every now and 
then a woman at the fireplace asked him if he would 
have more, and it was brought him from the pan, 
smoking hot. Lukshmun dallied with each morsel as 
he ate ; and when even reduced by repletion to lick- 
ing his fingers, grudged the summons brought by a 
man that he was to come. 

" Couldst thou not give me a few cakes, sweet 
one, and some dall?" he said to the good-natured 
looking wench who had been serving him. " I have 
a brother — hungry — all day in the rain — while I 
have eaten. Thou art like the moon, beauty, and 
thy heart as soft as water. Give me the cakes for a 
poor, weak, hungry brother." 

"Was there ever such a tongue and such a face?" 
retorted the damsel, laughing. " Look, Eookmee ! " 

The cook turned round and looked, too, laughing 
heartily ; for Lukshmun's attitude on one leg, with 
the sole of the other foot pressed against the calf of it, 
his hands joined and stretched out imploringly, and 
his seared face twisted into a grotesque expression of 
supplication, was not to be resisted. 

"Give him these cakes," said the cook, handing 
two to the girl. 

" By your antelope eyes, sweet ones, more ! " he 
said, not altering his posture. " Do you think two 
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would fill a hungry man's beUy? By your lotos 
feet " 

*' There, begone!" said the cook, handing him a few 
more and some daU ; " there is a meal for a Eajah. 
Go, if the mistress should hear you " 

" I am gone, my beauties," continued Lukshmun, 
folding the cakes into his waistcloth, and tying them 
behind, then washing his hands elaborately. "You 
have made my heart " 

" Come quickly, come," said a voice at the door ; 
" they want thee. Wilt thou eat all day ? " 

"I worship you, lovely nymphs, even as Kama 
adored " 

" Begone !" cried both the girls in a breath. " Here 
is the mistress coming, and if she hear such nonsense 
thou wilt be whipped.'* 

"Here is the man who will be your worship's 
guide/' said the Patel deferentially to our friend the 
Lalla, who, having arrived safely, was now divested 
of his upper clothing which some of the men were 
drying in the opposite chamber, and seated in the 
place of honour of the assembly; "but your wor- 
ship should eat before you go on, and the Eao Sahib 
here will take you to his house — a Bramhun's house," 
he added, as the Lalla appeared to hesitate. 

" Ah no, sir," returned the traveller, who indeed 

was very hungry, " I could not eat without I bathed, 

and I had better wait till I get to AUund. Shookr, 

shookr !* I should be too long about it, and my horse 

* Thanks, thanks. 
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has had his feed, and is ready to go on. And this is 
the guide ? — ^not beautiful exactly.'^ 

" No, Maharaj, I am not beautiful, truly," replied 
Lukshmun, with a deprecatory gesture to the Patel, 
" but I may be useful to this noble gentleman. Yon 
may trust me, my lord. The Patel knows me, and so 
do all these worthy gentlemen ; and am I not come 
for you?" 

" They expect me, then, good feUow,^^ replied the 
LaUa, amused by the man's broken Oordoo, and his 
grotesque expression of face. 

"Ah, yes, noble sir," answered the man, joining 
his hands, " ever since morning ; and as I was coming 
here on business I was told to bring you on. And 
now let us proceed, else it will be night ere we reach 
Allund ; and," he added, with a wink to the Patel, 
" it is not good to be out late on the roads." 

"What, are they dangerous, then?" asked the 
Lalla, looking anxiously around him. 

" no," cried Lukshmun, interposing readily ; 
" there is no trouble in the country, and my lord is 
armed, and so am I. no, only in regard to the 
mud and the stones. My lord will not find the 
road long, for I can sing him Mahratta 'lownees'* 
if he likes." 

"There was a tree and a temple which I was told 
to avoid, and to ask to be sent by the south road," 
said the Lalla, preparing to mount. 

Lukshmun exchanged glances with the Patel 
•Ballads. 
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and the Putwari. " Coidd any one have warned the 
stranger?" 

"A tree!" said the Patel, gravely. "What tree? 
dost thou know any, Lukshmun? And the south 
road? what road?" 

" 0, I suppose the noble gentleman means that by 
Navindgee, and Hoshully, and Chik-Wondully, and 
Hully Sullgarra," said Lukshmun, rolling out a volley 
of hard Canarese village names. " That road ? Why 
it is six coss further from here ! They should have 
sent him by it from SurroorL No," he continued, 
dropping the Lalla's stirrup, which he had taken in 
his hand, " if the gentleman likes to go he can do so, 
of course, but his slave begs to be excused ;" and he 
put his joined hands up to his nose. 

"Very good," said the Lalla, "I don't know ; only 
I was told " 

"By whom?" interrupted the PutwarL 

"By Deo Bawa, the Byragee at Surroori." 

"0, the old Bawa!" said the Patel, laughing. 
" Curious, is it not, noble sir, that the old man thinks 
there are devils in the tree ? He tells me he was be- 
witched there once, and I ought to cut it down." 

"And I told him I was not afraid of them, Patel; 
but he said there was something else," returned the 
Lalla. 

" Robbers, I suppose," said Lukshmun, readily ; 
" Pahar Singh's men, perhaps." 

"Perhaps," added the Lalla, "but he did not say 
so. 
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" Well for him," thought the Putwari, " or his stacks 
would have been burnt to-morrow night." 

" Ah ! no fear of thieves when you have one of ' the 
hunchbacks' with you," said Lukshmun. "Come, 
mount, my lord. Salaam, Maharaj," he continued, 
making a mock salutation to the sun, which was just 
struggling through a cloud. " Salaam ! thou hast been 
moist to-day ; come out and dry thyself and us too. 
Now, noble gentleman, mount, and you will see how 
fast the excellent dinner I have eaten in the Patel's 
kitchen will take my feet to Allund, and the good 
horse, too, looks as fresh as if he were but just start- 
ing," and he patted him. " Ah, well done, sir ! '' he con- 
tinued, as the Lalla mounted not ungracefully ; " we 
poor Dekhanies cannot compare ourselves on horse- 
back with you northern cavaliers. Come, sir, the 
road waits for us." 

And with a salutation all round, the Lalla rode 
out of the gate, and our friend Lukshmun, cutting a 
caper which showed his marvellous activity by way, 
as he said, of getting the dinner out of his legs, and 
calling to the guide who canied the bundle, they 
passed on over the village common. 

The Putwari sighed as the party left the gate. 

"I tell thee, Seeta Eam," said the Patel, "he will 
come to no harm, and he is gone away happy." 

" I am glad he did not eat at my house ; it is not 
pleasant feeding a man who has death in his throat," 
returned the Putwari. 

VOL. I. K 
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** I tell thee he is safe," retorted the Patel ; " and 
if he is killed, it is no affair of ours." 

" No, it is no business of ours," said the Putwari, 
settling to his accounts with a sigh which vexed the 
PateL "No, it is no business of ours," echoed the 
farmers. 

At that time Rama, who was seated on the heap of 
stones, looking from the top of the hill, exclaimed, 
as the three persons emerged from a lane into a low 
field in which the road was distinctly visible, 

"Jemadar ! he is coming at last, and Lukshmun is 
with him ; we must be ready. Look, they are there V 
he continued, as Gopal Singh joined him, " between 
the village and the stream." 

" Ah, I see them, Eama, and thy brother is as true 
as gold. We will join them as they go on ; he must 
not suspect us yet" 



CHAPTEE XII. 

OUE friend the Lalla was soon at his ease with his 
new guide, whose injunctions to Motee, bidding him 
" take care," " mind a stone," " lift up his feet,'' and 
the like, encouraged the good beast, who now stepped 
out briskly, while the curious mixture of Oordoo 
and Mahratta, in which the small gossip and scandal 
of the neighbourhood was told him by Lukshmun, 
amused him much. The mile or so which inter- 
vened between the village and the temple was soon 
passed ; and as they began to ascend the short rising 
ground towards the temple and the tree, the latter 
could be seen in all its wild picturesque detail, and 
was indeed a striking object. 

The sun had now broken forth, and its beams 
shone slantingly through its rugged trunks and 
gnarled branches, resting brightly upon the glossy 
foliage sparkling with raindrops, and lighting up 
every excrescence and furrow of the knotty bark, 
casting broad shadows on the road below : while a 
slight parting shower, the large drops of which flashed 
brightly in the air as they descended, pattered upon 
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the leaves, and spread out into the valley in a silver 
rain. As the travellers gained the summit, the clear 
sky beyond to the west not only caused the tree to 
stand out boldly and grandly against it, but the 
brightness of the sun dispelled the gloomy associa- 
tions which the appearance of the place had suggested 
during the rain. A slight breeze, which had hardly 
been felt in the hollow, rippled the little pools on the 
roadway and on the plain beyond the tree, which, 
level and stony, continued, apparently many miles, in 
the direction they had to go. 

Motee paused at the summit of the eminence, and 
the LaUa could not help stopping him to look back 
upon the road by which he had come. The bright 
yellow gleams of the sun shone broadly upon the two 
villages, and upon the rich green masses of their corn- 
fields. In the distance both looked pretty and com- 
fortable : and their terraced houses, several white tem- 
ples, and the dome of a small village mosque shone 
brightly in the sun. Behind these, and to the south, 
the plain over which the Lalla had come stretched 
away for many miles, showing the trees of a village here 
and there, with the occasional sparkle of a white house 
or temple among them ; and behind all, the great black 
cloud of the day's rain, upon which there was a rain- 
bow forming of great beauty, and against which a flight 
of white storks flashed like silver in the sun. Away 
to the south, the eye followed hollow and rise, un- 
dulation after undulation, till they were lost in a 
farther distance, which melted tenderly into the sky. 
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"It is a fair country, friend, after all," said the 
Lalla, '* though it did not look well in the rain. 
That plain yonder is in the direction of Beejapoor, 
perhaps ? " 

" It is, sir," returned Lukshmun ; " that high land, 
near the sky yonder, is beyond the Bheema river, and, 
if we were there, we should see the tomb of the great 
Sultan Mahmood, now finished. It is very grand, 
sir, and shines like silver when the sun is on it; 
and when I go there," continued the man, ** I stand 
like a fool, looking at the King's palace, the Ark fort, 
the great gun, and the ' Ibrahim Eoza ' — that's the 
place where Ibrahim Adil Shah was buried, you 
know sir " 

" Numascar Maharaj,". cried a clear manly voice, 
now beside the Lalla's horse, which appeared to 
him to rise out of the earth, for he had not observed 
the approach of Gopal Singh and Eama from the 
temple. 

"Who are these?" exclaimed the LaUa, starting 
and beginning to tremble — " who are these?" and the 
warning of the old Byragee now came upon him, 
with the distressing conviction that he ought not to 
have regarded it; but it was too late. "Who are 
ye?" he asked anxiously. 

"0, this is my brother Eama," said Lukshmun, 
assuringly, " and that is our Jemadar Gopal Singh ; 
they only waited here while I went to Kinny." 

" Be assured, noble sir," added the Jemadar, laugh- 
ing, and in good Oordoo, with a slight southern ac- 
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cent, which seemed to assure the Lalla, "there is 
nothing to fear. Your worship is fix)m Kullianee, 
perhapa" 

" Yes, from Kullianee yesterday." 

" Ah, yes, I remember ; you were at Poorungeer's 
Mutt. I was just about leaving when you arrived, 
and the old man oflTered you escort of my party, but 
you preferred staying." 

" I — ^I — ^I — ^had business,'' replied the Lalla^ stam- 
mering, not exactly relishing Gopal Singh's bold 
looks, and yet unable to object to him. ''I was 
tired and needed rest, and you could not wait." 

" You had come from the royal court, I think they 
said, and were going to Beejapoor with letters for the 
King — ^proposals for peace, perhaps." 

"So they said— who?" Of all things, the Lalla 
supposed his destination and business were at least 
secret ; yet they appeared known, and to a perfect 
stranger, too, by the wayside. He did not feel able 
to reply, and was almost inclined to trust to Motee's 
speed, and break through the men ; but Lukshmun, 
on receiving his matchlock from his brother, fixed 
the match, which had been hanging loose upon the 
cock, in a very precise manner, pressing the trigger 
to see if the match descended upon the pan. The 
others, too, looked carelessly to the priming of their 
guns, but to the LaUa's idea ominously, and as if he 
should understand the action. Lukshmun's face, too, 
appeared changed — it was not so pleasant as it had 
beea 
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" Come," said the Jemadar, " we have far to go to- 
night — ^what kept thee so long, Lukshmun ?" 

"0, the Patel at Kinny said we were to escort 
this worthy gentleman, as government orders had 
come about him from Allnnd; so I waited, as the 
rain had delayed him." 

The Lalla felt reassured ; his arrival was no doubt 
expected. " Ah, yes, sir/' continued Gopal Singh, 
" you had better have come on with us three days 
ago, but it does not matter now. That is a fine horse 
of yours," he added, patting Motee's neck, " and from 
Hindustan, I think, as my lord is. We, too — that is, 
my family — are also from thence, Kanouj Khutrees ; 
so is this good gun, too;" and he held out his own. 
" Yes ; one can hit a man on horseback at full speed 
half as far as to the stream yonder." 

It appeared to the Lalla as if the Jemadar was 
reading his thoughts as clearly as if he were telling 
them himsel£ 

" And if we were in battle," he continued, " and 
any one were trying to get away from me, he would 
be shot between the shoulders before lie could even 
reach the tree yonder." 

"I — I — have no doubt of it. Jemadar Sahib,"* 
returned the Lalla, — "no doubt: and your speech 
is pleasant to hear after the rough language here- 
abouts." 

" Come, come," cried Lukshmun, with seeming im- 
patience, "if you want to pay compliments, noble 
* Sahib — sir ; a general adjunct of respect. 
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sir, wait till we get to the end of our journey. Come ! " 
and as he spoke he touched Motee's rein. " Come 
on, my son ! " he said, and the horse followed. 

As they passed the little temple in its loneliness 
Tinder the shadow of the huge tree, it looked a place 
for evil deeds. A large homed owl on the highest 
branch, now awakening for his evening flight, hooted 
loudly above them, and was answered by another. It 
seemed an evil omen, and struck to the Lalla's heart. 

" Ah ! we cannot pass you, my friend," said Go- 
pal Singh. " Look, Lalla Sahib, what my gun can 
do." 

As he spoke, he raised the piece and fired. The 
aim was true and deadly, and the huge bird fell 
down heavily close to Motee's feet with a rushing 
sound, causing the horse to start back. 

" I never miss," said the man, decidedly, and re- 
loading his piece. " Now, come on." 

" Shabash ! * WeU shot," said the LaUa ; but his 
heart was throbbing fast, and it was a positive re- 
lief to him when the dark grove was behind them, 
and they emerged upon the bare, wild, open plain 
beyond. 

"A lonely place that. Jemadar," remarked the 
LaHa, turning to the man who walked behind him ; 
" and the old Byragee, where I slept, advised me not 
to go by it ; he said Pahar Singh's men might be 
about. Who is this Pahar Singh ?" 

"Pahar Singh?" returned the Jemadar, "0, a 

' * Well done. 
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worthy gentleman who is quiet enough when not 
plagued. He is the lord of the marches hereabouts 
— a valiant man, and a good soldier ; and in these 
troubled times Lallajee has his friends and his ene- 
mies, like most of us : 'tis the way of the world." 

After another mile, during which none of the party 
spoke, the Jemadar proposed to the Lalla to dispense 
with the guide. " Evening was drawing on," he said ; 
"they knew the country, and the contents of the 
bundle could be carried on the saddle or divided 
among them ;" and, indeed, it appeared necessary, as 
the guide, limping, declared he could go no farther, 
and had a thorn in his foot. The necessary arrange- 
ments were soon completed ; and, between the Lalla's 
saddlebags and his saddle, the contents of the bundle 
were soon disposed of; the guide received a small 
gratuity, and retraced his steps at a far more rapid 
pace than he had advanced. 

" He has no more a thorn in his foot than I have, 
Lalla Sahib," said the Jemadar, laughing. "Look 
how he goes! but Bheema there is no worse than his 
fellows, and does not like the idea of a night journey 
without change. Now we shall get on better. Let 
the horse walk out, Lukshmun ; only keep by him." 

Lukshmun let go the rein, but he did not leave his 
place, and though the rate at which the horse now 
proceeded kept the men at a rapid walk, and occa- 
sionally, indeed, at a trot, they preserved the posi- 
tions they had taken up without alteration, speaking 
little among themselves, except occasionally in Mah- 
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ratta or Canarese, with both of which languages they 
appeared familiar. 

The sun was setting in great glory. After the 
heavy clouds had passed away to the eastward, a 
clear blue sky succeeded for a while ; but as a gentle 
breeze arose, it had brought up with it light, fleecy 
vapours, which, as the wind again died away at sun- 
set, became motionless, and, gradually attracted to 
each other, formed piles of white clouds edged with 
deep grey. As the sun declined, white became 
orange and gold and crimson : while the sky itself, 
of an intense purple above, faded into green, yellow, 
and rosy tints, on which the golden clouds seemed to 
float in soft but brilliant masses : and, as it dipped 
below the horizon, a flood of light suddenly shot up, 
tinging the lower edges of all the lighter portions 
with vivid scarlet, and mingling with the deep orange 
and purple hues above, gorgeously. 

"The gods have a festival upon Mount Meru to- 
night, Lallajee. Does the sim go down in that fashion 
in your country?" said the Jemadar, pointing to the 
sky and breaking a long silenca " We have made 
good work of it since the guide lefb us. Come, here 
is a little stream, and you need a change of posture ; 
dismount and rest, while I offer my evening libations 
to the four elements." 

" No, I will not dismount, Jemadar," returned the 
Lalla ; "you will not be long, and by all means let 
your men get a drink of water too, and wash their 
feet. I will stay here." 
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"He is not to be trusted," said the Jemadar to his 
men in Canarese ; " I see it in his eyes. If he stirs, 
shoot him, and both of you stay by him." 

Kama had fastened one of the horse's tether-ropes 
about his waist, and he now proceeded to tie the end 
of it to the cheek-strap of the bridle in a methodical 
manner. 

"What are you doing?'' cried the Lalla, alarmed 
at the action ; " loose it ! " 

"Oh, my lord will dismount," said Lukshmun, 
" and who is to hold the horse V* 

"I am not going to move: loose it, T say!" cried 
the Lalla, impatiently. 

But Eama sat down doggedly at a little distance, 
holding the rope, and began deliberately to munch a 
cake his brother had unfastened from his back, rest- 
ing his gun across his knees. 

"Loose it !" again cried the Lalla, "Jemadar, why 
have I been tied Uke a thief?" 

The Jemadar had divested himself of his upper 
clothing and stepped into the stream ; he was taking 
up water in his hands and pouring it to the four 
quarters of the earth. His clothes and arms were on 
the river bank. 

"There is no use in disturbing him, Maharaj," said 
Lukshmun, quietly ; " he is at his prayers, and can't 
hear. My brother, you see, doesn't understand you, 
and he only does what the Jemadar told him; so 
get off and walk about a little. Come, I will hold 
the stirrup for you." 
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" No ; loose the rope ! " cried the Lalla again, 
eagerly, and reaching over to do so himself. 

" Ah, Maharaj ! you must not do that ; you see my 
brother will be angry. I advise you to be quiet,*' 
said Lukshmun, putting back the Lalla's hand, and 
pulling the knot of the rope firmer. 

But the LaUa could not now contain himself; 
his alarm was gradually increasing. He thought 
he could break away from the men, and dash 
through the stream ere they could fire at him. 
Touching Motee with the bridle and his heel at the 
same time, he aroused him from the sluggish posi- 
tion he had assumed, and moved him a little so as 
to face Eama, who still sat eating; and the Lalla was 
quietly gathering up the reins preparatory to urging 
the horse forward, when the keen practised eyes of 
the men detected the intention. Excited by his 
rider, the horse gathered himself on his haunches 
and made a bound ; but Lukshmun, leaping at the 
bridle, hung on to it, jerking it back so violently 
that the horse reared, while the Lalla, whose right 
arm had been seized by Eama, lost his balance, and 
fell heavily to the ground. 

Hearing the cries of the men, Gopal Singh had 
run from the stream hastily, taking up his sword, 
and reached the spot as the Lalla fell. 

" Get up !" he cried, seizing his arm ; " what folly 
is this ? By the gods, he has fainted ! Thou hast 
not used thy knife, Kama?" 

" Not I, Jemadar; but he fell heavily. What could 
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I do ? He would have been off, for the horse is a strong 
beast, and I could hardly hold him — only for the old 
trick. Get some water, Jemadar, he will drink from 
thee. I wiU hold him up. Stay, here is his lota.''* 

While the Jemadar ran for water, Eama knelt 
down and raised the Lalla's head, who now opened 
his eyes. "Speak to him, Lukshmun; teU him to 
get up and be quiet," said Eama to his brother. 

" Do you hear, Maharaj ? you are to get up and be 
quiet. Eama says so," cried Lukshmun, " and he is 
not a child." 

" Nor I, Lalla," said the Jemadar, returning with 
the water. " By Krishna, what made thee vex the 
hunchbacks ? they were likely to be rough enough 
if provoked. Art thou hurt V 

" No, my lord — that is, valiant sir — only a little," 
replied the Lalla, moving his body about to ascertain 
the fact " No ; but my life ! — spare my life ! — do 
not kill me." 

"I am more hurt than he is. Jemadar," said 
Eama, rubbing his arm, "for he fell on me. Ah, 
you rascal!" he continued with a Mahratta oath, 
" only for the Jemadar there I had settled accounts 
with thee ; get up ! " 

" I petition," said Lukshmun, who led up Motee, 
now calmed, " as the Lalla broke faith with us, 
that he walks ; and Eama rides, as he is hurt." 

" Ah, by your heads, no ! " exclaimed the Lalla ; 
" I never could walk a cose in my life ; and my feet 
* Drinking-vessel. 
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would never go over these stones and briars. Kill 
me, if ye will, but walk I cannot." 

"Tie him up," suggested Sama, "if he can't 
walk; we must not trust him in the dark on that 
good horsa" 

"A good thought," said the Jemadar; "give me 
his sheet from the saddle.^' 

The LaUa guessed what had been said, and pro- 
tested and resisted vehemently; but he was as a 
child in the hands of the men, and in a few moments 
his hands and arms were swathed to his body gently 
within the sheet, but so that he could not use them : 
and he was raised to his feet, trembling violently, 
whUe the bandage was fastened behind him. 

" Ah, sir ! do not shake so,'' said Lukshmun, smil- 
ing, and joining his own hands in mock supplication; 
" if you do, you will go to pieces, and there will be 
none of you left when we get to our uncle, Pahar 
Singh." 

Pahar Singh ! the Lalla's heart sank within him. 
But he had no time for remonstrance. He was lifted 
like a child into the saddle, the men resumed their 
arms and positions, and again set forward. 

"Where are you going to take me. Jemadar?" 
asked the Lalla, trembling, as they crossed the 
stream. " Ah, be merciful to " 

" So you have got speech at last," returned Gopal 
Singh. " Listen, Lalla, if you had been quiet you 
should have ridden like a gentleman, now you go as 
a thief Pahar Singh, my imcle, is lord of these 
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marches, and knows what to do with you. One 
thing, however, I may tell yon ; if you make any 
further attempt to escape, I will shoot you. It is 
not your carcass that he wants, but what you have 
on it ; the gold you got at Kullianee. Now, beware, 
for you know the worst." 

Of what use was resistance, and the Lalla clung to 
life. They might take his gold. There remained, at 
least, the papers he possessed ; and if he begged his 
way on foot to Beejapoor, what matter, so that he got 
there with them ? 

So they proceeded as rapidly as the ground would 
admit, stiU continuing to avoid all villages by paths 
through the fields, with which they seemed perfectly 
acquainted. 

Before they reach their destination, which they 
will do in two or three hours more, we may describe 
the person to whom they are proceeding. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

As at the banian tree, when Lnkshmun was guide, 
and the Lalla had ridden up the rising ground, the 
sun had shone out brightly with a broad gleam 
through its giant trunks and branches, and over the 
villages and corn-fields beyond; so about the same 
time the light, glittering through the watery par- 
ticles which filled the air, spread over a rich land- 
scape, as viewed from a height above the pretty 
village of Itga, whence, by a rough stony path, a 
company of horsemen were now proceeding to the 
village itself. 

There might have been twenty-five to thirty men, 
from the youth yet unbearded to the grizzled 
trooper, whose swarthy sunburnt face, and large 
whiskers and moustaches touched with grey, wiry 
frame, and easy lounging seat on his saddle — as he 
balanced his heavy Mahratta spear across his shoul- 
ders—showed the years of service he had done. 
There was no richness of costume among the party ; 
on the contrary, the dresses were worn and weather- 
stained, and of a motley character. Some wore 
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thickly quilted white or chintz doublets, strong 
enough to turn a sword-cut; or ordinary white 
cotton clothes, with back and breast pieces of thick 
padded cloth, or light shirts of chain-mail, with a 
piece of the same, or twisted wire, folded into their 
turbans ; and a few wore steel morions, with turbans 
tied round them, and steel gauntlets which reached 
to the elbows, inlaid with gold and silver in delicate 
arabesque patterns. 

The caparisons of their horses were as shabby 
as the dresses ; but some had once been handsome, 
with embroidered reins and cruppers, and gay muslin 
martingals. All were now, however, soiled by the 
wet and mud of the day. It was clear that this 
party had ridden far, and the horses, though ex- 
cellent and in high condition, were, from their 
drooping crests and sluggish action, evidently 
weary. Four of the men had been wounded in 
some skirmish, for it was with difficulty they sat 
their horses : and the bandages about them, covered 
with blood,' showed the wounds to have been severa 
But the sight of the village appeared to have revived 
the party: the horses were neighing and tossing 
their heads, and the men, shifting their places in the 
saddles, pointed eagerly to it, or, brandishing their 
spears, shouted one to another, cheering up the 
wounded men. 

Among these horsemen, as also over the vaUey 
below, the sun's gleams shone brightly, casting long 
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irt^gtdar shadows over the ground as they moved, 
and, glinting from spear-head, morion, and steel 
tenonr as the men swayed in their saddles, lighted 
tip faces of raried character, all now joyous, but 
1r6aring an expression of habitual recklessness and 
lawless excitement. 

Below them, at less than half a mile's distance, was 
the tillage itself In the centre of it, or rather more 
to the right hand, was a high square castle, with 
t6tLnd bastions at the comers, having loopholed 
p&rapets which, where it had not been wetted by the 
fftifl, was of a warm grey, the colour of the mud or 
elfty of which it had been built. It was in perfect 
repair, and the close smooth plastering of the walls 
and parapets, showed that the weather was not al- 
lowed to injure it. 

Inside the castle walls Were the white terraced 
fOofs of a dwelling-house, and in the bastions in 
the east and north comers several windows and 
bth^i* perforations in the curtain waUs, which showed 
that tooms were connected with them ; but it was 
dfeaj*, from the height of the parapets above the 
glfoutid, which might be sixty feet, that most of the 
inside must be a solid mass of earth, as indeed it 
Was as far as the courtyard, around which were the 
houses already noticed. On one high bastion, in 
which several small cannon were placed, was a flag- 
stiBiff, and a large white flag, bordered with green, 
which floated out lazily upon the evening breeze, 
showing the device — a figure cut out in red cloth and 
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sewn upon the white — of the monkey god Hunooman, 
who might be supposed to be, as he was, the tutelary 
divinity of the castle. 

To protect the gateway there was a double outwork 
with several narrow traverses and large flanking 
bastions, but otherwise no additional defence to the 
castle walls, which were quite inaccessibla Around 
their foot, separated only by an open courtyard, 
surrounded by a low wall with bastions at intervals, 
were the terraced houses of the place, thickly placed 
together, and filling up the space between the outer 
wall of the village and the castle itself. There was 
no doubt that the community living there was thriv- 
ing, and better protected than those of the more open 
villages of the country. The houses, too, were of a 
superior and more substantial character, and gave 
assurance of habitual safety and wealth. 

Outside all, ran a high wall, also of mud, with large 
round bastions at intervals, loopholed and mounted 
with jinjalls, and other wall-pieces, with two large 
gates, each defended by an outer work and traverse, 
and heavy bastions on each side ; and there were 
several smaller wickets or posterns, each with a para- 
pet wall before, and a tower beside it. The whole 
formed a very strong position, impregnable against 
any attack by marauding horse ; and even in the 
event of a siege by a better organised force, it coidd 
have held out stoutly. 

The ground for some distance round Itga formed 
a clear natural esplanade, over which it was impos- 
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sible for anything to advance without being seen 
fix)m the castle walls. This was now like a carpet 
of emerald green, on which fell the broad shadows 
of the tall trees near the gates and a grove round 
a small Hindu temple, and several large herds of 
cattle rested or browsed before entering the village 
walls for the night. Beyond the open ground the 
irrigated fields and gardens of the village commenced ; 
and the bright yellow green of the sugar-cane, in 
large pjatches, catching the sun's rays, glowed among 
the darker colours of the grain crops and cotton, 
which spread up and down the vaUey as far as could 
be seen, and on both sides of the stream flowing in 
the centre. 

Above the village the valley appeared to contract 
gradually, and the stream to disappear behind a pro- 
jecting bluff. Below, it opened out considerably; 
and could be seen for several miles, showing other 
villages in the distance, with their ghurries, or castles, 
of the same character as that of Itga, but smaller, 
rising above the trees; while, here and there, the 
white dome of a mosque, or steeple of Hindu temple, 
with portions of the stream, sparkled in the evening 
sun. 

A fair scene now when, over the rich crops and 
gardens, and spreading over the tender distance, the 
bright evening light threw a mellow radiance, resting 
with brilliant effect upon the projections and bastions 
of the castle, upon the terraces of the houses, the 
heavy gateways, the people passing to and fro, and 
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the bright-coloured cattle upon the village green. A 
fair scene, truly, and in strong contrast with the cha- 
racter of the place, which, to say the truth, was evil 
enough in some respects. 

The owner of this village, and of several adjoining 
villages, was the Pahar Singh, whom, casually, we have 
already had occasion to mention. Nominally a fron- 
tier officer of the Beejapoor State, " Hazaree," or com- 
mander of a thousand men, and holding the estate in 
maintenance of a troop of horse and a number of foot- 
soldiers, which, though somewhat less, passed for a 
thousand in the royal musters of Beejapoor, — Pahar 
Singh had by no means followed his father's example 
of steady devotion to his duty, or confined his men to 
the purpose for which they were intended. During 
his father's lifetime he had engaged with the most 
dissolute and lawless of his father's followers in border 
raids and forays without number, and had not un- 
frequently defied the troops of the State, bringing his 
father's good name into very questionable repute. 

After the old man's death, wilder times ensued, 
when a bold stroke, here and there, decided a man's 
career; and proportionately as he was powerful or 
otherwise locally, his influence, both at court and 
in the provinces, extended. Pahar Singh had struck 
many such, with which, however, we have no concern. 
Following the example of the Beydur chief of Sugger, 
he had imposed a system of black-mail all over 
the frontier near his estate, which, if not regularly 
paid, was enforced roughly enough; while, on his 
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part, his clients were protected from violence by 
other parties. The system, in fact, extended to the 
capital itself, and merchants and rich travellers paid 
Pahar Singh's dues as the best means of escaping 
outrage if they had to travel across his marches. 

To others but his own people, Pahar Singh was a 
merciless savage, for the most part ; and even his own 
relations, and those who knew him best, could hardly 
account for the variation of temper which could 
watch torture for the extortion of money — ^perhaps 
an agonised death — at one moment, and at the next 
listen to a tale of distress, or need, or sickness, and 
relieve it himself, or send it to his wife Eookminee, 
with a message which insured prompt attention from 
that kind lady. 

It is perhaps imnecessary to go far back into his- 
tory for illustrations of character like that of " the 
Hazaree." Such still exist among the native states 
of India, and even among our own subjects, restrained 
by the power of the paramount Government, if not 
by the spirit of the times — but still restrained — from 
lives as reckless and lawless, from savagery as deep 
and as unrelenting, as was that of Pahar Singh. 
With such characters evil passions have taken the 
form of sensuality in its varied phases, which, as 
mostly concerning the individual himself, blunts the 
exercise of all finer feelings, but does not occasion the 
misery to others which would be the result of unfet- 
tered and misguided action. 

The party we have mentioned had descended the 
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small pass from the table-land above, and had pressed 
merrily on to the village gate, where they were met 
by friends, and welcomed by many a rough but kind 
greeting, and by a discharge of wall-pieces from the 
bastions, and shots from the castle, answered by the 
matchlocks of the party. Having entered the deep 
arched gateway, they were now emerging irregularly 
from its shadow into the main street, down which 
the sun streamed brightly. The terraced houses were 
covered with women and children waving cloths, or 
whatever they could catch up. The shopkeepers, 
for the most part, descended from their seats and 
exchanged respectful greetings with the leader ; and 
as the small troop passed up towards the open space 
below the castle, still firing shots, it was plain that 
every one had forgotten the fatigue of the march in 
his safe return. 

The horsemen remained mounted after the halt, 
and several stout serving-men took the heavy bags 
of money which each in succession loosed from his 
saddlebow, and carried them into the castle. This 
done, the leader dismounted, and the chief " Karkoon," 
or scribe, delivered a short but pleasant message from 
the chief, -and dismissed the rest; and the men, 
wheeling round, discharged an irregular voUey from 
their matchlocks, and, passing back round the foot of 
the outer bastion of the court, separated, each to his 
own house. 

" He will not delay you long," said Amrut Eao, the 
Hazaree's chief Karkoon, or scribe, to the leader ; 
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"but you are not to go, he says, without seeing 
him.*' 

"What temper is he in?" asked the person ad- 
dressed. 

" Not good — but no fear for you. He is angry at 
Gopal Singh's absence, that is all ; so be carefiil, Maun 
Singh, and do not cross him to-day. Come, he has 
looked for you these many hours." 

Maun Singh, an active, intelligent man, with a 
bright soldierly bearing, was a cousin of the chief, 
and a valuable and trusted leader of partisan expe- 
ditions. This foray had been remarkable for its suc- 
cess. A convoy of treasure, belonging to the neigh- 
bouring kingdom of Golconda, had been attacked on 
its way to the capital, its escort defeated, and the 
money for the most part secured and brought in. 
The largest portion of the force was returning by 
a different road ; this, consisting of picked men and 
horses, had pressed on home with the booty. 

Maun Singh entered the gate with his companions, 
and ascended an inclined plane leading to a court 
above, which, the outer one of the interior of the 
castle, was that to which men were alone allowed 
access. On two sides were open verandahs,'Consisting 
of double rows of wooden arches, supported upon 
carved pillars, the floor of the inner one being raised 
a little above that of the outer. On the east side, a 
large chamber of some pretension, ended in an oriel 
window, fitted with delicately carved shutters, which 
admitted light and air. This chamber was three 
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arches in depth, and the wood-work of the pillars was 
carved in bold designs of flowers and leaves, the ends 
of the beams being fancifully cut into dragons' heads, 
the lines of which were carried gracefully into the 
general patterns of flowers and leaves. This was the 
chamber, or hall, of audience. 

On the fourth side of the court was a stable, and 
a door which led to servants* rooms and offices, and 
there were folding-doors in the verandahs on both 
sides communicating with women's apartments, and 
stairs leading to the roofs of the buildings which 
formed the parapets for defence of the castle. 

As he entered the court. Maun Singh greeted, and 
was saluted in turn by, those around ; and a party of 
scribes, engaged in accounts at the entrance of the hall, 
rose at his approacL Passing these, he went on to 
his relative who was sitting reclined against a large 
pillow in a recess of the window, and who half rose as 
he returned his salutation, but not courteously. 

Pahar Singh was always remarkable — no one could 
look on him unmoved. He had a strong-featured 
hard face, prominent aquiline nose, deep-set black 
eyes, not so large, as penetrating in character, and 
covered by bushy eyelashes. The eyes were rest- 
less and unsettled in character, and, by this, and 
the general expression of his countenance, he was 
nick-named the falcon. None of the hair on his face 
was shaved, and the whole was tied up in a knot 
and wound round his head in a thick heavy mass, 
while the thin grey and sandy-coloured beard and 
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mustaches, divided in the centre, were usually passed 
over each ear, but could, if he pleased, be worn flow- 
ing down to the waist. The forehead was high and 
covered with deep wrinkles, and upon it the veins 
from the root of the nose stood out roughly and with 
a knotted appearance, apparently the result of habi- 
tual excitement. The mouth had hard cruel lines 
about it, and the sinewy throat tended to increase the 
rugged character of the whole countenance. 

In age he appeared past forty. Naked to the waist, 
his figure was wiry, and showed great power, par- 
ticularly in his arms. Pahar Singh's strength was 
proverbial in the country ; and the large exercising 
clubs, standing in a corner, which he used several 
times during the day, could be wielded by none but 
himself 

" I received your letter. Maun Singh," he said, be- 
fore that person was seated. "Why did you delay? 
Why did you let that boy leave you ? By Gunga, 
if the boy dies, or comes to hurt, your life shall 
answer for it." 

" Pahar Singh," replied the other, who always ad- 
dressed his cousin by name if he were angry, and 
who had less fear of him than any one else, " I have 
done good work. There are more than twenty thou- 
sand rupees yonder, and I have only lost one man." 

" True, true, brother/' cried the chief, waving his 
hand ; "there is no blame for that, only for the boy. 
WTiat took him to Kullianee?" 

" I sent him to Poorungeer, the banker, with the 
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bills, to see if any were negotiable. There he heard 
of something ; and when all was quiet at Muntalla, 
he departed at night without my knowledge. He 
only left word that he had gone after some good busi- 
ness, and was not to be followed.'' 

" Wrong, Maun Singh. Thou wert wrong not to 
watch him — not to send men after him. If he dies, 
Maun Singh, brother, it were better thou wert 
never bom ! " and the chief smote his pillow angrily 
with his clenched fist. 

" His fate is not in my hand, Pahar Singh,'' retorted 
the other ; " and '' 

"Do you answer me? do you answer me?" cried 
the chief, savagely grasping the pillow, the veins of his 
forehead swelling and his nostrils dilating as he spoke. 

Amrut Rao knew the sign, and interposed. " Is 
this money to be counted?" he said, pointing to the 
bags ; " if so, give me the key of the treasury, and 
let the Jemadar go home. He is tired, and you will 
like to see the coin. It shall be counted before you." 

" Good ! Go, Maun Singh. I shall be quieter when 
you return," replied the chief "Ah, yes! we were once 
the same, brother. We could not be stopped either,'' 
he said more gently, " if we had anything to do." 

" The hunchbacks are with him, and they are aU on 
foot, brother," returned Maun Singh : " fear not ; but 
if thou art restless, give me some fresh men and a 
fresh horse, and we will ride round the villages." 

" No ; go home —go home. No ; let him hunt his 
own game," returned the chief. 
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" But about the money ? D^o Eao wants to get 
home now, for he is starving," interposed the Kar- 
koon. 

" Let him go then !" exclaimed the chief tartly. 

" No, he can't go till it is counted," retorted Amrut 
Eao. 

" It need not be counted." 

"It must be counted, Maharaj! If there is a 
rupee wrong we shall never hear the last of it. The 
bags have never been opened — who knows what is in 
them?" 

"It may be gold, Amrut Eao. Come, who knows? 
yes, who knows? Come," exclaimed Pahar Singh 
excitedly. 

Few could take the liberties in speech with the 
chief that were permitted to Amrut Eao, and even he 
was not always successful ; but now the Suraffs, or 
money-changers, sent for had arrived, and Pahar Singh 
watched the opening of every bag with an almost 
childish curiosity. All anxiety for his nephew 
had departed before the sight of money. Yet Gopal 
Singh was the life and stay of the house ; precious 
as Pahar Singh's heir, and more so as the husband of 
his daughter, who was as yet a child. 

" Good coin, good coin !" cried the chief exultingly, 
as the contents of the bags passed through the expe- 
rienced hands of the examiners without one being 
rejected. " Good coin ! Amrut Eao, I vow aU the 
light weights to feed Bramhuns. Dost thou hear ?" 

" I am afraid their bellies will be empty enough," 
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returned the Karkoon, laughing. " No, Maharaj ! do 
better: send five hundred to Vyas Shastree to offer 
at the shrine of Sri Mata* if Gopal Singh returns 
safe to-night. You cannot disappoint her and be 
secure.'' 

"Well spoken! well spoken! Yes, put the money 
aside ; yes, put all the light-weight coin and make it 

up ; thou shalt have it if he comes. Holy 

Gunga ! what is that?" he exclaimed, suddenly, as a 
separate bag rolled out of one then being emptied. 
" Gold, by all the gods ! Give it me ; I will count 
it myself." 

* "Holy Mother," applied to Bhowani. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

We must, however, Tetniii to our travellers, whose 
progress since night set in had been anything but 
agreeable, considering the state of the road; for 
though the light-footed men traversed it easily, poor 
Motee, weary enough, stopped fairly where the mud 
was deepest, and quivered in every limb in the inter- 
vals of stony ground Indeed, he would have given 
up long ago but for Lukshmun, whose cheery voice 
and hand, now soothing, now encouraging, now re- 
monstrating, urged him to put forth his whole power ; 
and as if the promises of a good stable, the sweetest 
fodder, the best grain, which were repeated with 
every endearing variation that Mahratta and Can- 
arese, oddly intermixed with scraps of Oordoo 
ballads, could supply, seemed to be understood by 
the gallant beast as he toiled on. His master, since 
he had been swathed up in the sheet, and had found 
it impossible to help himself, had fallen into what 
might be called a passive frame of mind. Nothing 
was clear to him, neither where he was, nor with 
whom or where he was going. 
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As before, villages were avoided, and it was evident 
that his guides knew the country perfectly — ^thread- 
ing lanes, then emerging into open fields, again cross- 
ing waste ground, but still preserving, as nearly as 
possible, the same direction, as the Lalla could see by 
the moon which, struggling through masses of watery 
clouds that had risen since sunset, threw a misty 
and indistinct light upon the path and what lay in 
its immediate vicinity. Now and then they ap- 
proached so near a village that the watch-dogs within 
its walls bayed and howled, and they could hear the 
hum of voices, or see lights high up in the ghurry, or 
the watch-towers at the gates ; but they did not stop. 
All the Lalla asked occasionally was, "How far 
yet?'' and received but one answer — "Coss bur."* 
The trees of village after village, and the dark square 
forms of their ghuraes, or castles, stood out against 
the moon in succession, and each one he hoped might 
be the last ; but still they went on, through the same 
apparently endless succession of muddy lanes, and 
over open fields and waste lands, — faster if the ground 
were firm, slower if it were muddy. 

Finding it of no use to speak to his companions, 
the Lalla's mind reverted naturally to his own con- 
dition, and was as busy now, though after a more 
dreamy fashion, than in the morning, when riches 
and honours seemed within his grasp. For after 
some misgivings he had argued himself into a belief 
of a positively agreeable reception by Pahar Singh. 
* ** About a coss" — ^two miles. 
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He would not at once admit his errand to the Bee- 
japoor court, but reserve it for a confidential com- 
munication; and he would be able to tell Pahar 
Singh about their own country. Yes — ^the Lalla had 
framed, and was framing, many irresistibly polite 
speeches in his mind, recalling verses to quote from 
Persian poets, and the replies to his remarks would 
necessarily be in a similar strain. What else could 
be expected of one of his own countryman ? and he 
would make allowances for some omissions in strict 
etiquette and courtesy. Then what excellent cook- 
ery he should enjoy — what luxurious rest ! 

Alas! these were but the delusions of hunger, 
thirst, and weariness, and were but shortlived ; for 
in their place would suddenly arise a ghastly anti- 
cipation of violence — a dungeon and chains — ending 
in a lingering or sudden death. Or, again, the loss 
of all his papers and his money — ^both as yet safe. 
Or, perhaps, of being taken again to the royal camp, 
and sold to the Emperor, a hasty doom following — 
an elephant's foot, or that executioner, always pre- 
sent, whom he so well remembered. 

There was no denying that such thoughts would 
recur more vividly than the others, causing the 
Lalla to writhe in his bonds, and to break out into 
a cold sweat from head to foot, in, as it were, the 
very bitterness of death. This past, he would sink 
once more into apathy and weariness, while Motee 
groaned, trudged, and splashed, or Lukshmun cheered 
or warned him ; and the two others, in their old 
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places, their lighted matches glowing in the darkness, 
never varied in position or in pace. 

It might have been the close of the first watch of 
the night, perhaps more, when the Lalla became sen- 
sible of a change in the demeanour of the men. 
They talked more among themselves, and laughed 
heartily. Gopal Singh even told him to be of good 
heart. The road, too, was more open and less muddy. 
Before him was a rising ground, and upon it a tree 
distinctly visible against the moon, to which they 
pointed, and stepped out at a better pace. As they 
neared the tree they halted for a moment, shook out 
their dresses, resettled their turbans, and rubbed up 
their mustaches. Yes, they were most likely near 
the end of the journey, but the Lalla dare not ask ; 
his tongue was cleaving to his mouth with that pecu- 
liarly exhaustive thirst which is the effect of weari- 
ness and terror combined ; and when all three men 
blew their matches, and shook fresh priming into the 
pans of their guns, the Lalla shut his eyes and ex 
pected death. 

" Come, Lallajee," said Gopal Singh, in a cheery 
voice, "don't go to sleep, good man, we are near 
home now ; no more ' coss burs,' you know. Ah, 
by-and-by, you will know what a Canarese coss is. 
Mind the horse as we go down-hill," he continued 
to Lukshmun. "I must have that beast; he has 
done his work right well to-day." 

Almost as the last word was spoken, they reached 
the brow of the ascent, and looked down upon Itga 

VOL. I. M 
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fix»m the place we have already described. It ap- 
peared gloomy enough to the LaUa. The castle, or 
ghurry, stood out, a black mass, against the setting 
moon, and the men and horses were barely distin- 
guishable in the faint light, while the towers at the 
gate, and round the outer walls, seemed to be 
exaggerated in height and dimensions. From the 
window, over the castle gateway, a light twinkled 
brightly in the dark mass of the walls, and there was 
one also on a bastion of the gate, and a few here and 
there in the village. Aroxmd the fields and trees 
were in the deepest gloom, the upper portion of the 
trees, where the moon's rays caught the topmost 
branches only, being visible, and a sparkle here and 
there in the little river, as it brawled over the rocks 
and stones in its bed, its hoarse murmur being dis- 
tinctly audible as though it were in flood. 

"Cheer up, Lallajee! be comforted; our master 
never keeps any one in suspense very long,'' re- 
marked Lukshmun pleasantly. "When he says 
ch-ck, ch-ck, as I do to Motee here, we know exactly 
what to do." 

" Be quiet, for a prating fool, as thou art ! " cried 
Gopal Singh, " and look after the horse. I would not 
have his knees broken for a thousand rupees. Sit 
square, Lalla ! lean back, good man, and ease him 
as you go down. Do not be afraid.*' 

But for this assurance the Lalla had fainted. "Ah, 
Jemadar," he exclaimed, " by your mother, I am too 
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poor to notice — a stranger in a strange land. I trust 
to you — ^pity me, and be merciful, for the sake of my 
children." 

" Bichara ! poor fellow, he has children — so have 
I," interrupted Lukshmun ; " and that makes it worse 
sometimes." 

" Be silent, as you love your life," said the Jema- 
dar, firing a shot over the Lallans head, which caused 
him to start violently, and was followed by another 
each from the two men in succession ; " be silent, 
and mind your seat down-hill. If Maun Singh has 
not arrived," he continued to the men, " there will 
have been trouble enough by this time.'' 

" They have passed not long ago. Jemadar," said 
Rama ; "look, here are the horses' footprints.'* 

" That is good ; and they see us now," continued 
Gopal Singh. 

As he spoke,- a vivid white flash, from the highest 
bastion turret of the castle, increased in brightness, 
as a large Bengal light was burned for an answering 
signal The attitude of the signal-man, as he held 
an iron cresset high above his head, could be dis- 
tinctly seen ; and while the dazzling blaze continued, 
castle, and town, and village — even the open ground 
beyond, and the trees and temple upon it — ^were re- 
vealed in silvery brilliance. Then, as the first died 
out, another light took its place, and burned out, leav- 
ing the gloom more intense than befora Under any 
other circumstances, the effect would have been as 
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surprising to the Lalla as it was really beautiful, but, 
under the circumstances, the sudden apparition of 
the castle, with its defences and outworks, struck an 
additional chill to his heart, and as the last gleam 
of the bright light went out, it seemed a type of the 
extinguishing of his own hopes. 



CHAPTER XV. 

Pahae Singh had been long watching from the win- 
dow we have before mentioned. There were three 
descents from the plain above to the village, all within 
his view; and there were men on each of the bastions 
also, watching in all directions. He was very restless 
and moody ; not even the gold found in several bags 
which he had taken to his private apartments — ^not 
even the large amount of booty, which had so few 
light coins in it — could dispel the gloom. He had 
ordered all about him to be silent, and even Amrut 
Eao had obeyed him as yet ; and his little daughter, 
who was allowed to sit in the hall when no strangers 
were present, had nestled to his side, but was afraid 
to speak. 

Amrut Eao knew, however, by experience, that the 
more his master was allowed to brood over anything 
in this manner, the harder it was to rally him ; and 
as the account of the money had been made up, he 
took the paper, trimmed the lamp, and stood in an 
attitude to read, unchecked by the actual distortion 
of the chiefs face in a repressed fury, at which even 
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his daughter concealed herseE, and cowered into a 
comer, and which soon broke out in violent oaths 
and abuse. 

Amrut Rao bent to the storm, and did not reply. 
After an interval he read slowly : — 

" Twenty-seven thousand two hundred and ninety- 
three rupees ; and the five bags of ashrufifees * which 
you took inside — ^how many were in them ?" 

"What is that to you? do you want to steal 
them? By the gods ! you are over-familiar to-night, 
Amrut Rao. Did I not bid ye all be silent, and dare 
you disobey? you — dare you?" cried the chief, 
raising himself, while the foam gathered upon his lips, 
and the veins swelled on his forehead. "Dare you ?" 

" My lord," replied Amrut Rao, joining his hands, 
** abuse of a Bramhim, out of a noble mouth, is sin — 
unfitting to hear. Be reasonabla This is the best 
booty which we have seen for many a day. If we 
knew the total of the ashruffees we could add it, and 
you could sign the day-book, and clear away all the 
bags. It is getting late." 

" Let it be. No, I will not sign the paper," cried 
Pahar Singh, petulantly. "What need have I with 
wealth ? he will not come now. I will go to Kasee,-|- 
Jugunath, and Ram^shwur; I will give up the world; 
I have committed much sin, and wiU have no more 

of it. I will Ha, by the gods ! there is a shot 

on the road," he continued, as the sharp ring of 

Gopal Singh's matchlock broke the silence without : 

* Gold mohiirs. f Benares. 
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" another, and another ! and a horse's neigh, too ; and 
there were but the three. Can it be they, Mann 
Singh? speak! by your sonl, speak: why are you 
silent?" 

" Let the cloud pass fix)m your spirit, brother : it is 
they, sure enough. I would swear to Gropal's gun by 
its ring anywhere." 

" Bum a light fix)m the upper bastion — ^two ; it 
may cheer them down the pass. Quick I'' cried the 
chief ; " answer their signal Maun Singh ! if I 
said anything bad, forgive me, brother; but I was 
distraught with care for that boy. Yes, they will see 
that," as the first blue light glittered over the village. 
"Bum another, Banoba — a large one!" he called 
from the window to the men above ; " we may even 
see them By the gods ! yes. Maun Singh, there they 
are : the three, and a man on horseback muffled up — 
a large grey horse — ^who can it be ? (Jet hot water 
ready, and enough for aU to eat. Bring a goat to kill 
before him. Tell thy mother, daughter, to see to 
this ; tell her they are come. How many short rupees 
were there, Amrut Rao ?" 

" My lord, it was as I said : the Bramhun's bellies 
would be empty if we trusted to short rupees ; aU we 
could find were nine doubtful ones." 

" Then, count out fifty more — stay, a hundred : will 
that feed them?" 

" You have not told me how much gold there was, 
Maharaj," continued the Karkoon pertinaciously, not 
noticing the gift. 
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"Now, a plague on thee for an obstinate fool, 
Ammt Eao," replied the chief, laughing ; " did I not 
tell thee not to speak about it ?" 

" The total of the silver is twenty-seven thousand 
two hundred and ninety-three rupees," returned the 
Karkoon ; " and the gold must be added to complete 
the account before we retire." 

" Well, then, there were five bags, and fifty Akburi 
mohurs in each : will that content you ? or must you 
see them?" 

" Why couldn't you tell me this at first ? " continued 
Amrut Eao, writing in the account, which he spread 
on his left hand ; " there, at twenty rupees each, 
another five thousand, that makes thirty-two thou- 
sand two hundred and ninety-three rupees. My lord 
ordered fifty rupees for the dole to-morrow ; it might 
as well be the odd ninety-three." 

" Ay, take that, and the two himdred over to boot, 
good fellow, if thou wilt. Here, some of you, stop 
him, stop my son, and kill a goat before him at the 
gate; see that lights are waved over him, and the evil 
eye is taken off him. Quick ! there are the torches 
flashing in the Bazar." 

" I have deducted the sum, Maharaj," said the 
Karkoon deliberately ; " now look at the total, and 
put your seal to it. Thirty-two thou " 

" By Krishna ! thou wouldst leave me no peace, 
Amrut Eao," replied the chief ; " here is the seal ; 
seal the memorandum, and begone. Yet stay ; thou 
art a good fellow after all; so take a handsome 
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doopatta,* or a pair of cQiotees,-|- out of that coin for 
thyself." 

" Not out of the Bramhun*s bellies/' retorted the 
Karkoon ; " thank yoiu I shall have plenty of gifts 
by-and-by. Here is your seal" 

The chief might have answered angrily, had his 
attention not been diverted at the moment. "Ah, 
here they are," he cried, looking from the window ; 
" they have brought the man's horse up to the steps, 
and are taking him off — ^bound, too ! Ai Purmfesh- 
war!{ but there must be much to hear. Why do 
they delay?" 

In truth they had not delayed ; for several torch- 
bearers, stationed at the gate, hearing the shots on 
the hill, had run forward in the direction of the 
pass, while the retainers and others from the bazar, 
crowded up to bid the young man welcome; for 
the anxiety in the castle had spread over the vil- 
lage. So Gopal Singh and his party entered the 
gates among many eager faces, lighted up by torches 
tossing above them, and were welcomed by noisy 
shouts as the men clustered round them. Then a 
bevy of village women awaited them, some bearing 
brass dishes filled with mustard-seed, and small 
lighted lamps, which were waved over him ; others 
with jars of water, which were poured out before 
him ; and, as others joined them, there was quite a 
procession up to the end of the second traverse. 

Farther on, at the gate of the castle, stood a body 

• Mualin scarf. + Waistcloths. X A name of Divinity. 
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of the household servants and retainers, one having 
a naked sword, and a goat before him bleating 
loudly. As Gopal Singh advanced, the sword flashed 
in the air, and the headless carcass struggled con- 
vulsively as the blood spouted over the sill and 
step, and trickled down towards the LaUa, who, 
lifted from his horse, shuddered as he was set down 
among it 

Again the ceremony of having lights waved over 
him by some of the women-servants was repeated ; 
and Gopal Singh, bidding Lukshmun and the others 
search the Lalla carefully and keep what was found, 
ascended to the court, and was met in a warm em- 
brace by his uncle, and led to the window, where, 
being seated, all present, including Maun Singh, ad- 
vanced to salute him in turn. 

"What did I say, brother?" cried Maun Singh 
joyfully. " I knew he would not disappoint us. Yet 
thou shouldst not have gone alone, Gopal." 

" Nay, but I had the hunchbacks with me, and 
more would have spoiled my small hunt, which, if 
not so grand as thine, uncle, may yet be important," 
replied the young man. 

" Ah, the boy, the boy !" exclaimed the chief, strok- 
ing the young man's face, and kissing the tips of his 
own fingers ; " have I not brought him up since he 
was the height of my kneel And I thought him 
lost — Ai Bhugwitn, BhugwHn ! Ai Purm^shwar !* He 
is safe and well— ^safe and well, Sri Mata ! My 
* Hindu appellations of the Divinity. 
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heart swells. What did I say for the Bramhuns? 
If ever mind now. Go, bathe and eat, my son, and 
we will see to everything afterwards." 

" Not before that matter is settled, father— that is, 
about the man I brought with me." 

" Yes, I had forgotten — certainly. light the large 
lamps," cried the chief to the attendants at the lower 
end of the room ; " let us see what manner of man 
he is. Who is he, Gopal?" 

" That we have to find out, father. They thought 
him a spy of the Emperor's, and he came from Au- 
rungabad, by Bheer, to Kullianee, to the Gosai's. 
He changed some bills for gold, and he has got it. I 
offered escort, but was refused ; so I went from Mun- 
talla to the Bur tree at Kinny, for we heard he was 
going to sleep in the Mutt at Surroori. They were 
sending him on privately, father." 

" Shabash ! well done, son. A spy? Well, if we 
are true to the King's salt, he goes no farther ; and 
he was being sent privately! Ah, the old foxes! 
Here he is — what a sight !" cried the chief, breaking 
into uncontrollable laughter. "Who art thou 1 What 
have they done to thee ? Speak." 

In truth the poor Lalla was a show. The order 
to search him had been literally complied with, and 
while two stout fellows held his arms wide apart, he 
was helpless to struggle. Eama and Lukshmun, who 
would allow no one to touch him, had dived into 
every pocket, and felt every possible place of con- 
cealment, even to the Lalla's hair, which was loosened 
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and hung about his shoulders. His turban had been 
removed and shaken out, while one end was now 
fastened to his right arm. The bag" of gold, tied 
round his waist, his bundle of precious papers, his 
sword, dagger, and waist-shawl, had all been taken 
from him and made into a bundle, and the articles 
were deliberately counted by the hunchback as they 
were deposited, one by one, in the centre of the shawl 
spread out for the purpose. It was quite in vain 
that the Lalla entreated, besought, struggled, or re- 
sisted by turns; the place, the rough men around 
him, all forbade hope of pity, and he submitted. 
Finally, Lukshmun dragging him by the end of his 
turban, Bama pushing him behind, and several of 
the others assisting, the Lalla was brought into the 
presence of the chief, where he sank down, stupidly 
staring about him. 

Where were all the fine speeches he had contrived, 
which should have carried the chiefs heart at once ? 
AU the couplets, too, from the Bostan that he was to 
have quoted? — ^All gone. His head was bare, his 
clothes untied and hanging loosely about him ; his 
boots removed: and his appearance of utter helpless- 
ness, and the hopeless, piteous expression of despair 
in his face, might have excited compassion in any 
but the hardened men by whom he was surrounded 
and confronted. 

" Who art thou, knave ? Speak," cried the chief, 
sternly, again raising his voice and checking his 
laughter. " Who art thou V 
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" There now, make a salaam to the * lion of the 
Jungle ' " (as the chief was called among his people), 
said Lukshmun, raising the right hand of the Lalla 
to his head, which dropped helplessly. " Ah, I see 
he is ashamed, poor man, of his naked head. There, 
Lallajee," and he wound the turban round his head 
hastily, giving it a ludicrous cock to one side, in- 
creasing, if possible, the grotesque expression of the 
features — " there now, get up and make your Tuslee- 
m§,t,* else my lord may be angry; and he is not 
exactly safe when he is," he added in a whisper. 
" Get up, and don't be afraid." 

But the Lalla's terror was too great, his mouth 
too dry to speak. " Aman, aman ! — Mercy, mercy ! " 
was all he could gasp. 

" Who art thou, knave?" cried Pahar Singh again. 
'* Whence art thou come ? Give a good account of 
thyself. Let go of him, rascals!" he continued to 
the men who held him ; " begone, all of ye." 

"Maharaj," cried Lukshmun beseechingly to the 
chief, " here are the Lalla's things ; who will take 
them ? Look, Eao Sahib," he continued, to Amrut 
Eao, " here they are : count them. I have done with 
them — for the Lion is getting savage — let me go. 
Beware, Lalla ! take my advice, and tell all about 
yourself, else I shall have to kill you somehow. You 
don't know the Maharaj as I do." 

This advice, and the diversion effected by the 
hunchback, afforded the Lalla a little time for the 

* Three obeisances, stooping each time to the ground. 
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recovery of his senses ; but who could have recog- 
nised the bland, accomplished Toolsee Das, in the 
abject figure before them? Hastily pressing the 
turban straight upon his brows, the LaUa arose, and, 
as well as he could, made the ordinary Tusleem&t 

"Shabash!'' cried the chiet "Well done, that 
was never learned in the jungla Now speak truly, 
and at once, who art thou ? " 

"Noble sir/' returned the Lalla, "I claim your 
protection. There has been a mistake about my 
treatment My property has been taken, and I have 
been misused " 

"I misuse thee, knave?'* cried Pahar Singh, his 
brow darkening ; " who art thou to bandy words 
with Pahar Singh ? I have never seen thee before." 

" Beware, LaUajee," said Gopal Singh ; " did I not 
warn thee? Say who thou art at once, or I will 
not answer for thea Do not eat dirt." 

" Peace, boy 1 " interrupted the chief angrily ; 
" the fellow looks like a knave — a thief — his is no 
honest face. Speak ; or, by the gods, there will be 
scant ceremony with thee !" 

"My lord, my lord!" cried the LaUa piteously; 
" mercy, I am no thief ; I am a poor Khayet of Delhi, 
travelling to Beejapoor, on business of my own — a 
stranger — a poor stranger." 

" What business, Lalla ? " 

"My lord, we are merchants, and have dealings 
with people there for clothes and jewels. There is a 
dispute about the accounts, and I have come to settle 
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them," said the Lalla glibly enough. It was one of 
the stories he had made up by the way. 

" Who are the merchants 1 " asked the chie£ 

" The Gosais of the Mutt at Kullianee, where I 
was yesterday ; they sent me on," replied the Lalla. 

" 0, hear ! " cried Gopal Singh ; " they knew no- 
thing about thee, except that thou hadst a bill on 
them for a thousand rupees, and the money was given 
thee in gold. Is not this true ? Did I not hear it 
myself ?'' 

" Thou art no merchant, dog," exclaimed Pahar 
Singh. *' Did ever merchant make an obeisance like 
that ? Ah, we are true testers of gold here ; the true 
and the false are soon found out. Who art thou? 
speak truly, and fear not." 

" By the shrine at Muttra, by the Holy Mother, I 
am what I say, a poor Elhayet, a Mutsuddee * only. 
noble sirs," continued the Lalla, "give me my 
property, and let me go. I will seek shelter in the 
bazar : let me go, for the love of your children." 

" I beg to petition," interposed Lukshmun, joining 
his hands, " that, as I brought him, my share of the 
gold be given me before he goes. I took care of him 
on the road — did I not, master ? " 

" Silence ! " roared the chief ; " any one who speaks 
shall be flogged. Who art thou, liar ? Mutsuddee 
thou art, but whose? Thy speech betrays thee — 
beware ! " 

" I have told you, noble sir. Thakoor Das, Preym 
• MtUstidde^— clerk. 
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Das is the name of the firm ; my name is Toolsee Das 
— Lalla Toolsee Das, your slave to command Ask at 
Kullianee, and the house will be known there. I — I 
— am a poor man — a stranger ; who knows me ? " said 
the Lalla, now whimpering. 

" A fool, a liar art thou, throwing away life," re- 
turned Gopal Singh. " This is the second time I have 
warned thee. We know thou art from the royal 
camp, and a spy to Beejapoor. Speak, else " 

" And the doom of a spy is death ; and thou art a 
liar too, and a coward to boot. Look at him now, 
Gopala,'* said his uncle, interrupting and pointing to 
the man ; " look at his coward face." 

The Lalla was trembling violently. His knees 
shook, and his teeth chattered audibly as he shivered. 
He could not speak, but looked vacantly from one 
to another. "I am c-o-o-ld — c-o-o-o-ld," he said 
faintly ; " the wet, sirs, and the long travel. Aman, 
aman ! I am only a merchant, let me go." 

" Thou art cold ! then we will warm thee," cried 
the chief grimly. "Yet, speak, Lalla, ere I give 
the order. We would not hurt thee without cause — 
otherwise " 

" Ai Narrayen ! Ai Eamchunder ! * believe me, I 
am no spy. I swear by God I am no spy," he re- 
plied earnestly. 

" Bind him ! " cried the chief furiously. " A liar 
and a spy. Make torches of his fingers ! we will 
soon hear the truth." 

* Hindu names of the Divinity. 



CHAPTER XVL 

Ere he knew what to do or say, the Lalla was a second 
time bound with his own shawl ; and Lukshmun, tear- 
ing a rag into strips, and soaking them in the oil 
of the lamp, was t}'ing them coolly upon the ends of 
his fingers, one by one. " I told you, Lallajee," he 
said, " we are rough people here, and you should be 
carefuL When I light these you will not like the 
pain, and if you bear that, he will do something worse. 
When he says ' ch-ck, ch-ck,' you know " 

"Silence, knave! thou art over-famiHar," cried 
Maun Singh ; " beware ! " 

"Nay, but if I can save him from the torches, 
uncle," returned the himchback, with a grotesque 
grin, "he will perhaps be grateful, and give his 
wealth to me." 

" Is it ready?" asked the chief. 

" Quite ready, my lord," answered Lukshmim, tak- 
ing one of the lighted wicks from the large lamp be- 
tween his finger and thumb. " For your life, speak, 
good fellow," he said earnestly and under his breath 
to the LaUa, " and save yourself this torture. One 

VOL. L N 
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word more from him, and I dare not disobey ; few 
bear it — speak ! " 

" 0, my lord ! my lord ! " shrieked the Lalla, now 
comprehending what was intended, and throwing him- 
self prostrate on the ground, " do not bum me alive. 
I will speak the truth. Why should I tell lies ? " 

"Very well,'* returned the chief, on whose lips the 
ominous foam speckles were now visible. " Very well, 
get up; it is thine own business. Thou hast not 
heard of our Dekhan customs, perhaps, else I had not 
wasted words on thee. Speak, who sent thee? 
Alumgeer ? He cannot help thee now.'' 

" He would have no mercy on me if he knew 

if he had me in his power," murmured the Lalla. 
" Loose me, my lord, I am faint, and cannot speak ; 
yet I will speak the truth. And should all these 
hear? My lord knows best. Loose me, and have 
these rags taken from my fingers." 

" When thou hast told the truth, Lalla ; not till 
then," said Pahar Singh, slowly. " Dost thou hear ? 
Away, all of ye !" he cried to the attendants, who had 
crowded round the Lalla. " Keep the torch alight. 
Now, Lalla," he continued, as the man stood alone 
below the dais, " speak. Once more, and this is my 
last warning ; if I hear any more lies I will end 
that coward life of thine." 

" Beware ! " added Gopal Singh, " I would not be as 
thou art with that lying tongue of thine — ugh ! no, 
not for lakhs. Eemember that he, my uncle, never 
relents." 
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" I would rather speak to ye alone," said the Lalla. 

" We three are as one. Yet stay," added the chief. 
" Go thou, Amrut Eao, let him have his own chance 
for life — but remain without." 

"Do any of ye know the seal of the Wuzeer of 
Beejapoor," said the Lalla, when they were alone, 
" or do ye know the writing of Sivaji, the Mahratta 
Eajah?'' He spoke with great difl&culty, for his 
mouth was parched and clammy, and his lips white. 

"Nay, but Sivaji cannot write, Lalla. This is 
some fool's story. Beware, too, how thou takest the 
name of my lord the Wuzeer," said the chief sternly. 

" My lord, my lord, with death before me and one 
chance for life, I cannot lie," returned the Lalla, sadly 
shaking his head. " My hands are tied ; but if one 
of you will open that bag, there will be truth enough 
found in it to save me. There, Jemadar," he con- 
tinued, as Gopal Singh opened the bag, " in the side 
pocket are two Persian letters, fastened up ; look at 
them first ; look at the seals. If I am wrong I am 
wrong — I am helpless, do as ye like with me ; I am 
helpless." 

" It is the Wuzeer's seal, his private seal, uncle," 
said Gopal Singh excitedly. " Of this there is no 
doubt ; look at it yourself 

"Ai Earn! Ai Seeta Eam! what have we here? 
It is the seal truly," said Pahar Singh, looking at the 
impressions on both letters, and rocking himself to 
and fro." 

"Do any of ye read Persian?*' asked the Lalla; 
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" if so, read for yourselves. I need not speak ; they 
will speak for me." 

** I will try, uncle," said Gopal Singh ; " give me 
the letters. By Krishna, father ! " he continued, break- 
ing the silence, and after his eye had glanced over a 
few lines, " I would rather go into the thickest fight, 
than read treachery like this. Narrayun, keep us !" 

"Ay, may the gods be merciful, Gropala! But 
what is it? — what is it?" said the chief eagerly. 

" He would sell our kingdom of Beejapoor to the 
Padshah * of Delhi, uncle " 

" People said so — people said so," said Pahar Singh 
interrupting ; " but I did not believe it. What more, 
my son?" 

" Nay, the style is too courtly for me to make much 
of it, but both the letters are to the same effect. 
Where didst thou get these letters, LaUa?" 

" Noble gentlemen, if ye are true to your Eling*s 
salt," exclaimed the Lalla, seeing that he had made 
an impression on his hearers, " then I deserve naught 
but good at your hands. I am in the royal service ; 
I saw the papers; I read what danger threatened 
Ali Adil Shah; I took them; I escaped from the 
camp with them, to carry them to him, and I am 
here. 0, noble sirs, put me not to loss and shame ! " 

On the next few words hung the LaUa*s life. It 

were easy to kill him and secure the papers. The 

Wuzeer had sent several urgent messages to Pahar 

Singh lately. He had a matter of moment, attended 

* King — emperor. 
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with great profit, to communicate. Was it about 
these letters? The Wuzeer would give lakhs for 
themu The very threat of disclosure to tlie King 
would extort any terms. Again, if he denied them — 
and what more easy than to coimterfeit his seal, or use 
it upon forged papers ? If he took this course, they 
would be in a false position : false to the King and 
to the Wuzeer, — and the King's threats had of late 
been very menacing. So, as they deliberated, the 
LaUa's life hung in the balance, now ascending, now 
descending, in the eager consultation which the three 
men carried on in Canarese. The LaUa looked from 
one to another in piteous supplication, not daring to 
speak, his mouth parched, and trembling in every 
limb ; for he felt this quick discussion and the in- 
creasingly savage glances of the chief towards him, 
to be for life or for death. 

"And this from Sivaji?" asked Gopal Singh, at 
length. " What of it, Lalla ? " 

" It was with the others, and there are some more 
of older date in the bag," he replied, " and of the 
Wuzeer's also. Sivaji's letters had to be translated to 
the Emperor : I had to copy the translations, and thus 
I came to know their contents. Noble sirs, I am tell- 
ing no lies ; look at the seal. They said in the Duffcer 
it was Sivaji Bh6slay*s. I do not know it myself 

" Keep the others close, and show this to Amrut 
Eao," said the chief. " Here," he continued, as the 
Karkoon, being called, advanced, " look at this ; what 
dost thou make of it ?" 
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The Karkoon looked at the seal and started. 
*' May I open it?" he said, 

" Yes, read it to ns," said the chief 

He read it over slowly twica 

" Well, what is it V asked his master. 

"What Moro Trimmul wrote from Tooljapoor — 
what they asked you, my lord, to join in ; and here 
is your name with five thousand men in figures after 
it, and the Wuzeer's with a lakh."* 

" Is it genuine, think you ? that is what we want 
to know," said Gopal SingL 

" Certainly," replied the Karkoon ; " there is the 
private mark on the seal, and the signature 'H^ 
Venunti' — 'this supplication' — is all the Maharaj 
can write. No one could forge that, it is too crooked. 
How did that man get it?" 

" He stole it, Amrut Eao," said the chief ; " and 
we are discussing whether he ought to live or die. 
What dost thou think?" 

" As a traitor to the salt he has eaten, he ought to 
die, master," said the Karkoon, looking at the Lalla, 
who felt that his fate was in the Bramhun's hands, 
_but " 

" That is just what I said ; he is not fit to live," 
interrupted the chief. " Let him die. Ho !" 

" But " — continued the Karkoon in Canarese, per- 
sistently interrupting the chief, and waving back 
Lukshmun, Eama, and others, who were advancing — 
" if I may speak. He says he wants to take them 
* One hundred thousand. 
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to Beejapoor. Let him have his own way. A bar- 
gain may be made with Ali Adil Shah through his 
secretary the Meerza — ^not by him (and he pointed 
to the Lalla), but by us. The letters will not alter 
the matter one jot, and my lord can act as he pleases 
afterwards. We can send people with the LaUa." 

"Excellently spoken, Amrut Rao; ye have all 
better brains than I hava Then the papers are 
valuable? " said Pahar Singh. 

" Yes, my lord, if properly vouched for ; and the 
man who stole them can give a better account of 
them than we can. The King might give any money 
— a lakh of rupees — ^for them. He abeady more 
than suspects the Wuzeer and Sivaji Bh6slay of 
being in league with the Emperor, and would rejoice 
to get such proofs of their treachery." 

"Hark ye, Lalla," cried the chief, changing the 
language to Oordoo, which he spoke well, " what 
didst thou expect to get for these papers ? What is 
the price of them?" 

" My lord,'' he replied, simpering and putting up 
his joined hands, " they may be worth lakhs — so the 
Gosais at Kullianee told me— anything I liked to 
ask. They will negotiate the matter with the secre- 
tary and the King for me; and if my lord would only 
condescend to assist, I — I — would give — ^yes, he 
might be sure of a share." 

" I of a share ! — of a bribe ! Art tJiou feeding me 
with a bribe ? base dog, and son of a dog I Pig ! 
I a share? 0, Lalla, thou art surely mad, and 
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fated to eat dirt. Enough of this ! Ho, without ! — 
Lukshmun! — hunchbacks! — away with him; give 
him the handkerchief in the outer court. Quick ! " 
roared Pahar Singh, relapsing into fury. 

" Uncle ! father ! not now,*' cried Gopal Singh, en- 
treatingly, and touching his feet; then rising and 
stepping forward with joined hands, " calm thyself. 
Not to-day, when I am safe ; not to-day, when I 
promised him life ! Give his life to me for this day ; 
after that, as thou wilt." 

"It is valuable, my lord," added Amrut Eao. 
" These papers cannot tell their own story. Where 
could we say we got them ? He must go with them 
to authenticate them." Gopal Singh and I can go to 
the city with him, and, after all, he deserves well of 
Ali Adil Shah, though he has been a traitor to his 
own King. Give him to us, my lord ; we may get 
good out of him." 

" No," said the chief after a moment's pause, " no, 
Eao Sahib, I will go myself. I will see the end of 
this matter. Thou shalt come with me. Maun Singh ; 
and we can work through thy brother, Amrut Eao. 
A lakh, saidst thou, Lalla? Well, I will give thee 
a share if thou art true. And now I give thy life to 
thee — buksheesh! — a free gift — a new life, Lalla. 
See that thou make good use of it, for what I give 
I can recall. Go; they will see to thy food and 
comfort, and thou wilt eat in a Eajpoot's house of 
the race of the Sun." 

The Lalla would have said something about his 
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gold and his horse ; the words were in his mouth, 
and it was well, perhaps, he could not speak. The 
revulsion was too great for him, from life to appar- 
ently imminent death, and again from death to life. 
Weary with travel and faint with hunger, he had 
sunk down insensible, and they carried him away 
into the court." 

"The King has been seeking my life, friends, 
for some time past," said the chief musingly. " Per- 
haps it would be well to use these papers — that 

is Yes," he continued, " I have eaten his salt — 

I and my father — and we eat it now. My heart 
revolts at this treachery, and we can be faithful with 
many another. Let us rouse the boy. There should 
be good stuff in Mahmoud Adil Shah's son, and I 
will try it. As for the Wuzeer, I know what he 
would have me do, but I will not say it, else should 
we have been left quiet so long, and the army so near 
us ? Stay ye here, Gopal and Amrut Eao. If he send 
for me, go to him at Nuldroog ; 'tis but a ride. Go 
and take his money, then come to me at the city. I 
shall be in the old place ; and bring the himchbacks 
with you, there may be work for them" 

The Lalla recovered as they carried him gently 
into the open air, and bathed his face with water. 

" Ah ! " said Lukshmun, who was the most active 
of his attendants, and was unbinding the shawl, " see 
what care I take of thee, Lalla ; better your fingers 
are sound than roasted; better your neck straight 
than twisted ; better have to eat good food here — it 
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is so good — ^than have thy mouth filled with mud 
and water in the river yonder " 

" My gold, my gold ! " gasped the Lalla, interrupt- 
ing him, " who has got it? at least get that for me." 

" He has got it," replied the hunchback, pointing 
with his thumb backwards. " Better he, than I or my 
brother ; we should only spend it — he won*t Thy 
star is bright to-night, LaUajee. When thou art set 
free do not forget us, that's alL Come." 

They conducted him to a small chamber within, 
where two decently-clad women awaited him — slaves 
or servants — and informed the LaUa that a bath had 
been prepared for him, and food would be served to 
him in the eating-room. 

We are assured, therefore, that the Lalla was left 
in good hands. There was perhaps a shade too much 
garlic in the cookery, he thought; but he was not 
particular, and appetite returned with absence of 
fear. When he had finished, he was summoned to 
the chief, and it was not without apprehension that 
he went; but he was now received kindly, though 
with a rough sort of civility, and motioned to sit near 
Gopal SingL So assured, the LaUa's habitual confi- 
dence soon returned, and he took his part, with much 
ability, in the discussion that followed, in which his 
information in regard to the Emperor's designs was 
most valuable. 

How the consultation ended will hereafter appear 
in another locality, to which we must now transport 
our readers. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The AzS-n, or evening call to prayers, had just ceased 
throughout Beejapoor. From mosque to mosque, and 
minaret to minaret, the sonorous and musical voices 
of the Muezzins had proclaimed the evening invita- 
tion to worship. It was still light, though the vivid 
hues of sunset were fading fast, and the warm red 
and orange tints, which had rested upon the min- 
arets, domes, and gilded pinnacles of the palaces, 
mosques, and mausoleums of the superb city, were 
giving place to a sober grey. Here and there a 
star abeady twinkled in the heavens, and a few rosy 
clouds, on which the sun's rays rested lingeringly, 
floated away eastwards before a gentle breeze, that 
rustled among the tall palm-trees. For a time the 
busy hum of the populous city seemed to be hushed, 
and the stillness and seclusion of the spot we have to 
describe, prompted those feelings of devotion which 
the time required. 

It was one of those small yet elegant mosques, 
which are found scattered everywhere about the 
ruins that now exist, surrounded by enclosures 
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that were once gardens, in which broken fountains 
and dry watercourses now only suggest visions of 
their former elegance and comfort, and where low 
brushwood and tangled grass have displaced the 
fragrant flowers and useful fruit-trees of former days. 
Here and there a jessamine, now wild, trails over 
ruined walls and once trim garden terraces, or a 
long-lived hardy limcrtree struggles for existence in 
the unwatered soiL 

At the period of our tale, however, the build- 
ing was in its fall freshness and beauty. A single 
arch, of low Saracenic form, led into a square 
room vaulted by delicate groins, leading from the 
comers to the base of a cupola above. The floor 
was formed of chequers of black and white marble, 
highly polished ; and the sides of the room, deeply 
indented by arched niches, were finished with stucco, 
which rivalled the marble in polish and purity of 
colour. Around the largest niche, at the end oppo- 
site to the entrance, and the arch in which the 
pulpit stood, were borders of delicate arabesque foli- 
age, into which texts from the Koran, in coloured 
enamel letters, were skilfully and elegantly inter- 
woven ; while above the pulpit itself, in gold letters 
on a black ground, was the Arabic text, " La Alia, 
il Alia, Mahomed russool Alia ;" " There is no God 
but one God, and Mahomed is the prophet of God." 
Two plain cotton carpets, striped red and white, had 
been placed before the pulpit, to be used by those 
who might come to the evening prayer. 
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Outside, tbe front of the mosque was oompoeed of 
the daik-GoIonred hasah lued in all the bmldings of 
the citT, beantifnllT finished as to the fitting of the 
stones, on which bold cornices and rosettes had been 
executed round the entrance aich, and about the pro- 
jecting portion which supported the small minarets. 
Immediately above the aichwaj, broad stone eaves 
crossed the face of the building, resting upon deep 
and richly carved brackets of black basalt, sur- 
mounted by a bold cornice, over which were fleurs-de- 
lis, forming the upper ornament Under the project- 
ing eaves, and on the crest of the entrance arch, were 
bright flowers in coloured enamel, bordered by frames 
of delicate white stucco work, which relieved the 
rich but monotonous tint of the stone, without dis- 
turbing the chaste eflect of the whole. In the centre 
of the terrace, before the mosque, was a small foun- 
tain, for the purpose of ablution, which threw up a 
tiny thread of water to some height in the air, de- 
scending in a shower of light spray, and producing 
a faint, plashing sound, very grateful to the ear. 

Above the mosque, and mingling with its slender 
minarets and thin gilded spires, a few cocoa-nut trees 
waved their graceful pendant leaves ; and with them 
the heavy foliage of the fragrant moulserry, and the 
broad leaf of the plantain, with its tender yet vivid 
green, formed an harmonious contrast. Nearer the 
terrace was a group of orange trees, some weighed 
down by clusters of golden fruit, others covered with 
blossom, which, with the tuberoses around the foun- 
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tain, and the evening jessamine now opening, gave 
forth to the cool evening air a fragrance almost over- 
powering. By day, the sun hardly ever reached the 
mosque, and it always appeared invitingly cool and 
quiet ; but at this evening hour, shadow was rapidly 
deepening into gloom, adding a solemn effect which 
enhanced the beauty of this secluded spot. 

Two persons stood by the fountain. They had 
just performed their ablutions, as the last quivering 
chant of the Muezzin, "La flla^ il XJlla," issuing 
from the taU minaret of one of the neighbouring 
mosques, floated to them on the soft breeze : yet they 
appeared to hesitate ere they entered the mosque for 
the evening prayer. One of them was an elderly 
woman, clad as befitted the position of the favourite 
nurse and confidential female servant of a wealthy 
house, in a blue cotton petticoat of thick but fine 
texture, over which, and around her body and head, 
was a white muslin scarf Her features were homely, 
yet good-natured, and she evidently regarded her 
companion, — who merits a fuller description, — with 
pride mingled with deep affection. 

And, in truth, there were few fairer maidens in 
Beejapoor, even among the wealthy and highborn 
nobles, than Zyna, the only daughter of Afzool E^an. 
Her features might be called irregular, according to 
any European standard, but they were soft and inex- 
pressibly charming; and in her large lustrous eyes, of 
the deepest brown, there lurked a world of deep feel- 
ing which the excitement of life would call into action. 
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About her rounded chin and small mouth, whose full 
and bow-shaped lips had somewhat of a voluptuous 
expression, there played a thousand charms, which, 
though they might not disclose themselves or be ob- 
served while her features were at rest, yet, as her 
first timid reserve gave place to the excitement of 
conversation or passing incident, exercised a strange 
but irresistible fascination over those about her. 

She was very fair for her coimtry. Her mother's 
bright Georgian complexion was but little deepened 
in her daughter's richer and browner cast of colour ; 
the skin appeared to possess that transparent soft- 
ness which gave a bewitching charm to the delicate 
yet decided features ; and her cheeks and neck 
flushed, under any excitement, with a warmth which 
told of her southern and more excitable tempera- 
ment. Whenever she spoke, the upper lip was 
raised higher than usual, disclosing a rosy mouth, 
with teeth which glistened like pearls, even and 
small ; and from the absence of any ornament in the 
nostril, it was evident that, as yet, no marriage rite 
had been performed. Her age might be fourteen, or 
even less ; but her figure, from its rounded propor- 
tions and grace, would have induced a presump- 
tion that she was older. 

Yet it would have been only a passing thought. 
One look at that innocent, almost childish face — 
where, though full of bright intelligence, the world 
had as yet fixed no stamp of care to check the na- 
tural joyousness of her spirit — ^would have dispelled it 
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instantly ; and if the habitual brightness was some- 
times dimmed, it was but as the breath upon a mirror 
— ^the passing shadow of some gentle disappointment, 
which enhanced the beauty as it passed away. 

There was no mark of rank or wealth about her, 
except in the solid gold anklets of heavy chainwork 
she wore, which fitted closely over her high bare 
instep : a ring of gold hanging loosely about her 
neck, and a rosary of large pearls usually worn 
there, but which were now passing rapidly, and 
apparently mechanically, through her fingers, as if 
the thoughts that urged them were somewhat agi- 
tated. There was, too, a slight knitting of the 
brow while she idly, and perhaps somewhat impa- 
tiently, dabbled with one naked foot in the water 
which was welling over the rim of the fountain, 
sending circles of small wavelets over its other- 
wise unruflled surface, as she looked eagerly to the 
entrance-door of the garden as if in expectation of 
some one. As she stood thus upon a step, her foot 
resting upon the raised rim of the fountain — the vivid 
scarlet of her satin petticoat, and the white of the 
fine muslin scarf which, wound about her person, 
and passed over her head — were reflected in its 
trembling waters ; and, with the mosque and dark 
trees behind her, and the figure of the old nursfe 
sitting on the step at her feet, a picture was formed 
such as no man could have looked on without 
emotion, and admiration of a being so eminently 
lovely. 
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" You are my witness, Goolab," she said at length, 
looking down on the nurse, " that he said he would 
come to evening prayer, and that I have waited thus 
long. The time is passing fast, and you know this ia 
the second night he has disappointed me. that he 
may not be careless to God's service ! He used not 
to be so. But I am not angry with him, nurse," she 
continued, looking down to the attendant ; and as she 
spoke, every trace of displeasure, if it had ever ex- 
isted, disappeared at once before her habitual good 
humour and sweet smile ; " he never disappointed me, 
that he had not some very good reason for staying 
away and yet " 

" Nay, my soul," returned the woman, " the Az&n is 
but just said, and there is yet ample time for prayer ; 
the carpets have not been half spread in the Jumma 
Mosque yet. Why should you be impatient ? But 
listen, was I not right ? My young lord comes, so 
think him faithless no longer." 

As she spoke the door of the garden court opened, 
and with a cry of joy Zyna sprang to meet her brother, 
as with rapid steps he traversed the garden, and 
ascended the low terrace before the mosque. 

Still of tender age, Fazil Khan was abeady a remark- 
able figure. The down of youth had not yet hardened 
upon his lip and chin ; but his tall athletic frame, 
and erect and confident carriage, proved him to have 
been engaged in the actions, if not the strife, of the 
world. His animated features strongly resembled his 
sister's, but with a sterner and bolder cast of expres- 

VOL. L 
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sion, while his colour was much darker. A large grey 
eye, with remarkably long lashes, which he had from 
his mother, increased their grave, thoughtful, yet 
tender, and perhaps almost mournful, expression; 
the same sweet smile as Zyna's played about his 
mouth as he returned her joyous welcome, while 
his glistening eye and excited manner proved that 
something imusual had occurred, not only to delay 
him, but to cause an emotion he could not well 
repress. 

" Ah, thou art a sad truant, Fazil," said Zyna, as, 
after their first greeting, he laid aside his sword and 
shield, loosened his waist-band, and prepared to per- 
form his ablutions ; " armed, too, more heavily than 
usual, while thy face tells me thou hast met with 
some recent adventure. Thou hast not been in dan- 
ger .... Fazil, my brother!" 

"Danger!" echoed the youth; "if to walk the 
streets of Beejapoor amidst contending factions, 
where one can hardly tell a friend from an enemy, 
be danger, why then, dear sister, I have had my 
share even now. But, trust me, there is no real 
danger to me. Come then to prayer, for the AzSn is 
said, and the light already fails us." 

So saying, they ascended the mosque steps toge- 
ther. Their carpets were already spread, and they 
at once engaged in the service of the evening, well 
known to the youth, but in the performance of which, 
his sister was as yet only his gentle and docUe pupil. 

It would seem that their appearance, as they de- 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 211 

scended the steps of the mosque together after the 
prayer was finished, and came out again upon the 
terrace by the fountain, had more than ordinarily 
attracted the nurse's attention, for she advanced, 
and passing her hands rapidly over them from 
head to foot, pressed her knuckles against her 
temples; and as they cracked loudly, ejaculated a 
fervent wish for a thousand years* life and prosperity 
to each. Such acts are common to the privileged 
native servants of India, and old Goolab had been 
their faithful attendant since they were bom, and 
had careftdly watched their growth. Both loved her 
warmly, and there was nothing either would have 
grudged, to soothe the declining years of their old 
favourita 

"Enough, enough, Goolab,*' cried Fazil, as, after 
several repetitions of the ceremony we have just men- 
tioned, she stroked his chin with her fingers, and 
kissed their tips ; " what evil do you think has come 
to me that you take it on yourself?" 

" Alas, I know not !" said the nurse sighing ; and 
as she spoke her eyes filled with tears ; " but my 
lord said there had been danger, and I would not 
have it so. And what evil glances may not have been 
cast on my beautiful child all through the streets 
to-day?" 

The youth made a slight gesture of impatience, but 
it was lost on the fond old woman. Checking the 
feeling which had prompted it, he cried cheerfully, 
" No, no, Goolab, believe me, 1 meant no more than 
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ordinary danger ; are we not always in it? And who 
can tell the hour of his death?" he added after a 
pause, and looking reverently upwards ; " or whether 
it is to come by a bullet or a sword-cut, long wast- 
ing fever or sudden sickness ; nay, here as we stand ! 
When the message comes we cannot stay." 

"Hush, say not so, brother," said Zyna, gently 
laying her hand upon his mouth; "talk not so of 
death." 

"Nay, my rose, he says but the truth," added 
Goolab ; " and who knew it better, than the pure saint 
your mother, who sleeps yonder ? Well, it was God's 
will, and who shall gainsay it? Meah* is right, my 
pet, but death should not be sent to the like of you ; 
only to the old servant who is ripe for the harvest '' 

" We linger," said Fazil to his sister, interrupting 
her ; " and the darkness is fast spreading. I have 
much to do ere midnight, and I must go to prepare 
for it. I will meet thee at the evening meal before 

I start Yet once more to take leave of thee, O 

mother!" he said to himself; "there may be dan- 
ger to-night, and if it should be Come, Zyna,*' 

he resumed, "a few flowers for the tomb, and I 
must go. Get a light, Goolab — ^the lamp may as 
well be lighted now." 

" I had placed them before you came, Fazil ; but 
come ; again may she look down on her children to- 
gether,'' said his sister. 

* The eldest son of any Mahomedan family is generally called 
" Meah ;" more especially if they be Pathans. 
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So saying, she gathered a few jessamine and Moul- 
seny flowers, and, with her "brother following, passed 
to the end of the garden court, where, among some 
others, stood a high tomb of polished black stone, 
with a pillar at the back in which was a niche for 
lamps that were lighted every evening. 

Eeverently and tenderly were the fresh flowers laid 
at the head and feet of the tomb by both. One could 
see no morbid motive in the act, and there were no 
tears or vain regret. Their creed, imbued as it is with 
fatalism, had taught them submission, and the offer- 
ing up of flowers every evening after the Az&n, as 
the lamps were lighted, had become a simple duty, 
never committed to others. If those two loving and! 
simple hearts believed that their mother's spirit was 
thus rejoiced, it will account to us for that constant 
remembrance of the dead which is so affecting, and 
generally so sincere, among the Mahomedan families 
of India. 

" Come," said Fazil, " we must not delay ; though, 
indeed, sweet mother 1 I could stay long with thee 
to-night," he added, touching the foot of the grave 
gently, and raising his hand to his head. " I kiss thy 
feet, mother ! may thy blessing rest upon me. Be 
not far from us, beloved ! Come, Goolab, give me 
the lamp, and I will place it myself to-night." 

" What ails the boy?" said the nurse to herself, as 
Fazil advanced with the lamp, lighted the others, and 
placed it in the niche with the customary prayer. 
" What ails him to-night ? Truly there is danger, and 
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he has done all those things himself that he may meet 

her . K it be the will of Alia, who can gainsay 

it? but not so, Protector!" she muttered; "not so. 
I vow Fatehas* at the mosque next Friday if he is 
spared,*' she said inwardly, weeping. 

Fazil's errand was done, and as he turned he saw 
the old nurse wiping her eyes. "Ah, weeping, 
Groolab ? ^ he said. " No, no, that is of no use now." 

"No, Meah, truly of no use,'' she replied; "but 
memory is often too much for me when I think upon 
her. Yet I will not weep — of what use would it be?" 

" None, old nurse, none ; come, get me my dinner, 
for I have much to do ere midnight" 

" Will our father join us ?" asked Zyna. 

" I think not ; I left him engaged with aflfairs of 
importance with the king's secretary in the Durbar, 
and he did not speak of return. I will wait a little 
for him, but should I not see him, thou must tell him, 
ZjTia, that I am gone on the king's business. But 
hurry the dinner ; I go only to give a few orders, and 
I will be with thee presently." 

So saying he left them, and quitted the garden by 
another door which led to the outer court, where the 
guard-houses allotted to the retainers of his father's 
house were situated. Goolab followed to bar the 
door after him, which was kept closed on the inside, 
and, returning to Zyna, said, " Did he tell thee what 
he was going to do, my life?" 

" No," said Zyna sadly ; " he would not tell me, 
• Thank-offerings. 
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nurse, and I dared not ask Mm. He said he would 
explain all by-and-by, and he wilL I know he will," 
she added, clapping her hands ; " he always trusts 
me." 

" I only hope he is in none of these plots that 
they say are going on," returned the nurse. 

"What plots, Goolab?" asked Zyna with appre- 
hension. 

" 0, 1 know not," replied the old woman, with a 
puzzled air, and passing her hand across her eyes ; 
" only people in the Bazar say so ; and the Bangle 
woman, after she had put on your new set the other 
day, said something aboiit the Mahrattas and Sivaji 
Bh6slay." 

" Oh, the Kafirs !"* cried Zyna, laughing ; " I have 
no fear for them, if that is all. I was afraid of worse. 
But come, or we shall keep him waiting." 

• Unbelievers. 



CHAPTEE XVIII 

Entering another small court, in which there was a 
stone porch formed of pillars connected by arches, 
supporting a dome in the shape of half an octagon, 
projecting from a side-wall, which served as a private 
place of audience — Fazil passed through a farther 
door into one of the large exterior courts of the 
mansion, which contained an open hall composed of 
a triple row of pointed arches covering a large space. 
Generally, it was filled with the better classes of 
horse-soldiers ; Silladars, or cavaliers who rode their 
own horses and sat there when not on duty ; also 
by the officers and men of the young Khan's own 
guard: and occasionally was used by his father 
when were held great ceremonies, festivals, or rejoic- 
ings in the house. 

On the three other sides of the court were arches 
or cloisters, slightly raised from the ground, in which 
lounged or slept soldiers of all classes, on duty or 
otherwise, generally collected into groups, playing at 
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chess, or pacheese,* or cards, singing, or telling stories. 
Just then, however, most were idle ; for the lamps, 
which stood in niches in the centre of each arch, had 
not been lighted. The large hall was nearly empty ; 
but in one comer a group of Karkoons, or clerks, sat 
with a large brass lamp in the midst of them, occu- 
pied with accounts, and making fair copies of letters 
to be despatched by that night's post. 

All the men assembled here were strictly the re- 
tainers of the house ; for the guard of troops belong- 
ing to the King had another post in a different court, 
and were comparatively few in number. Afzool 
Khan's household force, or Pafegah, as it was called, 
was supported out of royal estates, granted or assigned 
for thp purpose. It belonged strictly to the royal 
service, but the men looked to their own lord for 
employment and maintenance, followed him to the 
field, and were for the most part hereditary retainers, 
with no claim upon, or expectation from, royal favour. 
Such was the condition and constitution of the greater 
portion of native armies at the period of our tale, 
and such it continues to be in native states where 
troops are maintained. 

Fazil Khan was the idol of his men, both Moslems 
and Hindus. His martial exercises had begun early, 
and he had proved an apt scholar. Any of the men 
who particularly excelled in the use of a particular 
weapon had, in turn, the young noble for his pupil ; 

* Twenty-five, a game played with cowries and men, not unlike 
backgammon. 
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and in all field accomplishments necessary to the 
soldier and gentleman of those days, the young Kjhan 
was well skilled. No doubt these, and his daily 
systematic exercises, had developed a frame always 
strongly knit ; and his broad deep chest, round 
muscular arms, and thin flanks, amply testified 
strength and activity. 

On horseback with the Mahratta spear or match- 
lock, it was no hyperbole to say that, at full gallop, 
he could pick up a tent-peg driven into the ground 
with the former, or shatter one at a fair distance 
with a bullet from the other. Such martial accom- 
plishments never fail to gain the respect and attach- 
ment of an inferior soldiery ; and when to these 
were added a disposition open and cheerful, some- 
what hasty perhaps at times, but in reality generous 
and affectionate, — a hearty frank manner, which 
few could resist, and a countenance, not strictly 
handsome, but which expressed all this and even 
more, — it will not be thought strange, that the young 
Khan should have become a universal favourite 
with his retainers, and the especial darling and idol 
of a few. 

Chief, perhaps, among the latter, was Bulwunt Eao 
Bh6slay, who held rank in the Paigah as Dufiadar, 
or leader of a small " dufifa," or subdivision of men. 
He was a Mahratta of good, nay, originally noble 
family — a Silladar, or cavalier who maintained not 
only his own horse but five others, with which, 
mounted by dependants of his own, he had originally 
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visited the capital and joined the service of Afeool 
Khan. 

Him, had the young Khan selected as his especial 
instructor in the use of the sword ; for at the annual 
festivals and games before the king's palace, Bulwunt 
Eao's feats of slicing betel-nut on the ground, cutting 
a lime in two on the palm of a man's hand, or a ripe 
guava on his head, were unrivalled; and their yearly 
repetition was looked for by the people with great 
interest, and always rewarded by hearty acclamations. 

Bulwunt Eao was worthy of his young lord's confi- 
dence. Daring and resolute, he had already led 
Fazil Khan into the midst of some sharp cavalry 
afiairs with the Moguls, and brought him forth safe, 
while he himself had been wounded several times in 
protecting him from sword-cuts. Wily, yet full of 
energy, if there were any necessity for action, open 
and frank in his manner, he had early won his young 
lord's affectionate regard, which he very heartily 
returned, while he rejoiced, with all a soldier's pride, 
to see him growing up as manly and true of heart 
as his boyhood had promised. 

Fazil's arrival among those assembled — so sud- 
denly, and at an hour when he usually withdrew 
to the Zenana and his studies — caused no little 
excitement among the men, and they eagerly crowd- 
ed round him for the news which he might have to 
tell them. 

"What tidings hast thou for us, Meah Sahib?" 
cried a fine bearded fellow of his own tribe of Pathans, 
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also a favourite. "May thy prestige increase! but 
there should be something by thy look, — a march 
against those Zenana dogs of Moguls, or a fray over 
the border against Golconda." 
. " A hunt of Moguls ! " echoed several " What 
better sport, Meah? There are some pickings of 
Delhi gold to be got in their waistbands and 
pockets." 

" And what has my lord for his servants to per- 
form ? " asked Bulwunt Eao, now advancing with his 
usual easy yet deferential manner. " Speak but the 
word, and we are in our saddles directly. Shall I 
order the Nagara* to be beaten, and cry to horse ! " 

"Not so, Bulwimt," said the young man, taking 
him aside ; " what I have to say is for your ear alone. 
Come into the private court and listen." 

"For me alone, Meah?" returned Bulwunt Eao, 
laughing. "What brawl have you fallen into ? whom 
have you slain to-day, sir?" 

"Let us all foUow if ye are going out," cried 
several others ; " don't leave us behind.*' 

" We have had nothing to do for a month,*' added 
one. 

"And our swords have lost their edges, Meah," 
shouted several. 

" Peace, all of ye," exclaimed the young Khan ; " let 
no one follow us. This is no fighting matter. Am I 
wont to plunge into street brawls, Bulwunt Eao ?" 

* Large kettle-drum attached to each risala, refiriment or troop of 
horse. 
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" We were none of us with you, my lord, to-day," 
cried several, " and it is not safe for you to be alone 
in the streets in these times." 

" I had others of the king's, and was quite safe," 
returned Fazil ; " but come, Bulwunt, if you are fit to 
listen to me ; I only fear that Ganja* pipe of yours 
is at fault, and your brain is hardly clear. If not, I 
had as well hold my tongue ; yet I had rather trust 
you, old friend," he continued seriously, " than any 
other." 

Fazil's altered tone and manner had their effect 
upon his companion. " Wait for a moment, Meah," 
he said, ** I will join you instantly ;" and so saying, 
he ran quickly back to the spot where he had left 
his carpet, seized a brass vessel of cool water, poured 
some into his hand and dashed it upon his face, then 
swallowed several rapid and deep gulps, and returned. 
" Now, I am fit to listen to the words of the holy 
Krishna himself if he were on earth ; therefore speak 
on, Meah Sahib, and behold your servant ready to 
think for you, or to fight for you, as you please l** 

"Ay, there is some soberness about you now, 
Bulwunt," said the young man ; " less redness about 
the eyes, and they are looking straight out of your 
head, instead of rolling about in it. Now, can I 
trust you not to prate of this matter before the people 
yonder, or over the Ganja pipe " 

"Nay, Meah, be merciful, and pardon me for 

* The dried leaves of the hemp plant, which cause intoxication if 
smoked. 
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once," said Bulwunt, closing his hands and putting 
them up to his forehead; "the Gkmja has grown on 
me, but not to the discredit of my faithfulness, Meah ; 
and when I smoke I never talk. Now, say on, I will 
be silent as deatL" 

Fazil proceeded some paces through the court 
without replying to his retainer, and tried the garden 
door, but it was fastened inside. " We must be con- 
tent here," he said. " Go, shut the door, we shall at 
least be safe from interruption." 

" In the name of all the gods, Meah," said Bulwunt 
Eao, as he returned and sat down on the step of the 
porch beside Fazil, "what hast thou to say to me? 
"Why all this need of caution? Has the Wuzeer re- 
volted, or what? '* 

" Silence, "* returned Fazil, " hear ma In one word, 
you are a Mahratta — is Tannajee Maloosray known 
to you?" 

The question seemed for an instant to stim the 
facultieaof the hearer. He passed his hand dreamily 
across his forehead and eyes, and, pausing, seemed to 
gasp. Fazil thought it might be a sudden dizziness — 
the consequence of the strong narcotic he had been 
smoking — and was about to ask him, when Bulwunt 
Eao spoke. 

"Tannajee Maloosray! Meah? Do I know Mal- 
oosray ? Ay, truly. Khan ; as the wild dog and the 
wolf, as the wild boar and the tiger know each other, 
so do I know Tannajee Maloosray. The destroyer 
of my house, the usurper of my possessions, the 
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plunderer of my ancestral wealth. Yes, there is a 
feud between us which can be washed out only by 
blood. Listen, Meah,'* continued Bulwunt Eao, and 
he got up and walked rapidly to and fro: "hast 
thou time to hear a short story about Tannajee V* 

" Yes, speak on. I am listening." 

"I was a youth,'* continued Bulwunt, "younger 
than you are by several years, when Maloosray aimed 
his blow at my family. My father was dead : had 
he lived, Tannajee dared not have done it. My 
imcle, Govind Eao, was a timid man, looking only to 
the farms and to money-making while he lived. At last 
he died also. But he leffc another brother, Eamdeo, 
whom we loved much, and he took care of us alL 
My younger brother, Seeta Eam — why speak of him, 
Meah, he would have been as beautiful as thou art — 
and some of the women and myself, all lived together 
in the old housa They came at midnight, Tannajee 
and a band of his MawuUees. I do not remember 
much, Meah; but look here;" and he took off his 
turban and showed a deep scar on his shaved head. 
" That is what I fell from, under a blow of his sword. 
I don't think," he continued dreamily, " that I have 
been quite right in my brain since, but it does not 
matter. 

" Next morning there were seven stark corpses in 
the house, and great pools of blood. My uncle, my 
grandmother, two servants — ^how can I say it ? yes — 
my mother and my little brother, and my mother's 
sister, who was a widow. One blow of a sword had 
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killed my brother and my mother. He was in lier 
arms, and had clung to her. Enough ; who could 
have done this but Maloosray ? There is not a sword 
in all Maharastra which could have struck such a blow 
as that was — ^but Maloosray's. 

" When I recovered consciousness in the morn- 
ing, the women that remained, and some servants, 
were wailing over the dead, but they were barely 
alive from terror. Neighbours however came in, and 
some of our tenants and servants, and the place was 
cleaned up. In the evening there were seven piles 
made near the river for the seven corpses, and they 
were burned. My wound had been sewn up by the 
barber, and I was carried to perform the last cere- 
monies, and I then swore upon their ashes to revenge 
them, and I will yet do it. Now, by thy father's 
salt, tell me what thou knowest of that villain Mal- 
oosray, and how his name comes into thy mouth V* 

"And was nothing done for justice, Bulwunt? 
Was justice dead in that coimtry?'* asked FazU, 
deeply interested. 

" Justice !" echoed Bulwunt Eao, "justice! Ah, 
Meah, what can the poor do for justice ? All the 
wealth of the house had been plundered. Maloosray 
had brought a hundred of his brethren in that 
Dur6ra,* and he had promised them the plunder. His 
object was my life, but the gods spared it, and I came 
here to serve the King, till — ^tUl Tannajee is dead, or 
till I kill him, Meah! That is the only justice 1 want : 
• Gang-robbery, or Dacoity. 
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that, and the land he took from me. I thought to 
tell thee all some day, and now I have said it ; but, 
by thy soul, tell me how Maloosray's name is known 
to thee, and why?" 

"Should you know him again, Bulwunt, if you 
saw him ? " asked Fazil. 

"Know him, Meah — among a thousand — among 
a thousand. It is years since we met ; but, before 
that quarrel with my father about the land, he came 
to us often, for he was my mother's relative. He 
himted large game on our hills, when I went with 
him, and I was a great favourite of his. Most of the 
sword-play I know, he taught me. Know him? Yes. 
That night I, a stripling, crossed swords with him. 
I had wounded one of his men, and he heard the cry. 
He had been seeking for me. What could I do, 
Meah, a weak boy, among a crowd of screaming 
women ? Yet I crossed swords with him ; and there 
are few alive who would dare to do so. Forget him ? 
No, I should know him among a thousand. His 
eyes, Meah, his eyes ! Hast thou seen them?" 

" Nay, I have not seen them yet, Bulwunt ; but I 
think I know where he is to be found," returned 
Fazil. 

" Here, Meah ? in Beejapoor if Tannajee Maloosray 
in the city ? " 

"Yes, here, you are always rambling about the 
city at night, and know all the Mudud Khanas;* 
canst thou guide me to one Eama's shop — Kama of 

* Shops where narcotics are sold and smoked. 
VOL. 1. P 
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Ashtee ? It is in the great Kullal's * Bazax, and near 
a Hindu templa'' 

" I know it, Meah ; I know it well. Eama sells 
the best Ganja in Beejapoor. Yes, I can take you 
there, but not in those clothes." 

" Not now. Let the night wear on a little ; they 
will not be there till just before midnight," replied 
Fazil ; " and we have to watch the temple, too. Is 
there one near Kama's, with trees about it? Some 
people meet there first, and then go to Kama's." 

" Yes, Meah, there is the temple of D^vi,f in the 
plain beyond, among the tamarind trees ; a lonely place 
it is, and Byragees put up there. Yes, I know it." 

" Then I am right," continued Fazil, " for I saw it 
myself to-day. Now, as Maloosray is desperate, 
should we not take some picked men with us ? There 
is Eaheem Khan, and " 

" Men ? — to take Maloosray V cried Bulwunt. " 
Meah, you are simple to think it. Maloosray will 
have twenty, aye fifty, spies out, and old Eama is chief 
of them. One soldier a cose off, and Tannajee would 
be warned. But why go, Meah ?" he continued, after 
a pause. " I will take my own men and bring him. 
"Oh," cried Bulwunt, speaking through his teeth 
and to himself, " for one good chance and a fair field 
with him now ! " 

" No, Bulwunt, I must go ; it is the King^s busi- 
ness,** returned Fazil ; " besides Persian may be 
spoken, and you do not understand it." 

* Publican. f Bhowani, or Kali. 
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" Persian, my lord? then this is a Mogul affair?" 

" I cannot say, friend," returned Fazil ; " all I have 
discovered is, that Maloosray will be in the temple, 
or in the Mudut Khana, and a ' Lalla.* There is no 
good, I am sure, at the bottom of it, and we must 
find out what it is. We know the Mogul emis- 
saries are busy, and it is important to check their 
plots." 

''And Sivaji Bh6slay's also, Meah, they bode no 
good ; for my people write to me that he and Tanna- 

jee have leagued together, and ; in short, they 

write foolish things, sir." 

"Bhoslay? that is your family name, Bulwunt," 
said Fazil, musing. 

" Yes," he replied, " and we are of the same house ; 
but he is rich and I am poor. And now people tell 
wonderful things of him ; how the Mother — that is, 
Bhowani, speaks in him sometimes, and he prophe- 
sies great events. One thing is certain, Meah, Si- 
vaji Bhoslay is no friend to Beejapoor, nor to any 
Moosulman; and if Maloosray has come here for 
him, it is with some object which is worth the risk 
to discover." 

'' Then they are friends ? " asked Fazil. 

" Ay, Meah, as thou and I, and nearer still. Mal- 
oosray believes Sivaji to be an incarnation of the 
gods, and would give his life for him. So, too, many 
another ; and the people have begun to write ballads 
about him, which are simg in Beejapoor even some- 
times, and they set one's blood dancing. No wonder 
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the people of the wild valleys love them ; wild places, 
Meah, which ye know little of as yet.*' 

" Yes, it is worth the risk to find out what is doing. 
One thread of those dark intrigues in my hand and I 
am not my father's son if I do not discover more," 
replied Fazil ; " but you said we should be dis- 
guised/' 

The Mahratta thought for a moment. "What 
sayest thou, Meah, to becoming a Hindu for the 
time? I could paint the marks on thy forehead. 
Nay," he continued, as he saw the yoimg man shrink 
from the idea, "they will only be very temporary 
'abominations,' as the old Klan calls them, and 
water will remove them when we return." 

"Good,'' returned FazU. "I will suffer 'the 
abominations' in the cause of the Shah and the 
faith. And, now, begone. I will come to thee here, 
after the evening meal, and we can dress unobserved. 
But swear on my neck, Bulwunt, no more Ganja to- 
night." 

" No, no, Meah," returned the man, laughing, and 
touching his young lord's neck and feet ; " I swear I 
will not touch it. We both need cool heads for this 
work, and I will not fail you." 

" Then go," added FaziL "I will send Goolab to 
you when I am ready." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Fazil was as good as his word to his fair sister, and 
having seen Bulwunt depart, gained the door which 
led to the private apartments, and proceeded to that 
in which he knew he should find her. 

The room was upon the first story, which, by 
means of deep stone brackets, had been constructed 
so as to project somewhat over the rooms beneath. 
It contained, indeed for the most part consisted of, 
three large oriel windows, overhanging the line 
of the walls, so that they commanded a view up 
and down the main street, which led to Toorweh and 
the royal palaces. These windows were large enough 
for several persons to sit in and enjoy the air ; and 
the floor of the centre one, which was the largest, was 
raised a step above that of the room, so as to form 
a dais, on which a thickly-quilted cotton mattress, 
covered with clean white muslin, was laid every day, 
and furnished with large pillows, so that those sit- 
ting there could recline luxuriously, if they pleased. 
Between the stone mullions of the windows, carved 
screens or shutters of wood had been inserted, which 
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were fixtures, except a portion in the centre which 
opened on hinges. Without them were heavy- 
wooden shutters, lined with iron, with openings to 
fire from should it be needed. 

The other windows did not project so far, and were 
in fact single arches, filled deep with carved lattice- 
work, closed during the day, but open in the evening 
to admit the fresh air. . Beside each was a large 
Persian carpet and a pillow. The floor of the apart- 
ment had also a thin carpet of quilted cotton cloth, 
covered with white muslin; and the perfect neatness of 
the whole, the walls being pure white without orna- 
ment, gave evidence of very vigilant superintendence 
by the Khan's present wife, perhaps by Zyna herself. 
One lamp burned in a comer, and, being agitated by 
the wind, which blew freely through the apartment, 
gave a flickering light, which left much of the space 
in actual gloom. 

ZjTia had been there some time, and the sweet 
freshness of the evening air had tempted her to throw 
open the lattice window to admit it more freely, as 
she sat in the balcony or oriel window already men- 
tioned. Looking out upon what was passing below 
her, she did not observe her brother's entrance, and 
almost started as he spoke. 

" I did not hear thee, brother," she said, rising and 
making way for him. " Come and sit here, it is so 
fresh after the rain. What kept thee so late ? We 
hear the Durbar was very full to-day, and that there 
are more rumours of war. 0, 1 pray not, brother ? " 
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" True, sister, there are such rumours," he replied; 
" but nothing new. The Wuzeer is at Nuldroog with 
the army. The Emperor's forces lie about Dowlut- 
abad, so there is no change. But I was not in Durbar. 
I was looking after some other matters. Come and 
sit here, Zyna, and I will tell thee. See," he con- 
tinued, as she seated herself by him, " the city looks 
calm and beautiftd, does it not ? Yet, who can tell 
the wild acts now in progress there, and the wild 
plots which disgrace it ? " 

In truth it was a fair scene. The house or palace 
of Afzool Khan stood somewhat apart from other 
buildings, upon a slight eminence, and the room they 
were in overlooked a large portion of the city to the 
south, west, and north. Between the combined twi- 
light and light of a moon about half-full, the outlines 
of the city generally, and of some of the most remark- 
able buildings, could be seen distinctly, and formed a 
picture of great beauty. To the north, the large dome 
of the Mausoleum of Mahmoud Adil Shah stood out 
boldly against the clear grey sky, as well as the high 
dark masses of the King's palaces in the citadel, and 
of that of the '' Seven Stories " in particular, in the 
windows of which lights already twinkled here and 
there, and disappeared. 

A little on the left of the palace was the massive 
cavalier of the " Oopree Boorje," with the King's flag- 
staff on its summit ; below, the dark lines of the for- 
tifications, with lights gleaming from each guard- 
room upon the bastions. Thence the eye travelled 
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round the city, resting here and there upon massive 
domes and slender minarets, shining tenderly in the 
moon's rays, which also fell softly upon the outlines 
of terraced houses and palaces, and upon the dark 
masses gf foliage of their gardens. Over the most 
populous parts of the city also nearer to them, the 
evening smoke hovered like a thin mist, catching 
reflection of the thousand lights and fires beneath : 
and a hum of voices arose from thence : — otherwise, 
aU was still around them, and the broad street lead- 
ing to Toorweh nearly deserted. Night was fast 
falling, and a bright star here and there already 
sparkled in the sky. 

" Yes, it is a fair scene, sister," he continued, as 
she drew closer to him. "Yet, even now, men are 
plotting villany and treachery. There is no peace 
in it." 

." No peace, brother !" she said, echoing his words ; 
"cannot others be as we are — enjoying what Alia 
sends them without strife ? Why should it not be 
so?" 

"Why, Zyna? because of ambition, which, with 
the hot thirst it begets, dries up men's hearts ; be- 
cause of avarice, driving them to barter kingdoms 
and honour for gold ; because of fraud, and deceit, 
and lies, and profligacy. Alas, girl, where ends the 
catalogue? Even now I fear the evil thoughts and 
treacherous plots of our fair city." 

Zyna shuddered, and nestled closer to her brother. 
"Why is thy speech so sad to-night, Fazil?" she 
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said timidly ; " does ought threaten us or our 
friends ? " 

" Listen, sister, and judge," he returned. " I can- 
not help these fancies. Ah, Zyna ! if I had one like 
thee to be with me always — to be more to me even 
than thou art — perhaps the world, fair as it lies there, 
would have few charms for me.'* 

" She would be forgotten before a bright sword or 
a gallant horse, brother," replied Zyna, in a tone of 
raillery. 

" Not so, by the Prophet ! — by your head and eyes ; 
no, Zyna/' cried her brother earnestly. "Let such 
an one come, and thou wilt see what she would be 
to me." 

" Would it were so, brother ! and yet I know of no 
one — not one as yet — whom thou couldst love like 
me. None of the maidens of this city are worthy of 
thee ; no, not one, Fazil." 

" Ah ! nothing less than one of the blessed houris 
of Paradise would content thee for me," returned the 
young man, laughing ; " but one like thyself would 
quite content me, sister. Perhaps even now thou 
hast been thinking I have some love-secret to tell 
thee, for I have not accounted for my delay these two 
evenings, but love there is none, dearest. No — none 
at all," as she shook her head and laughed incredu- 
lously, — " none. A graver matter, truly, if I am right 
Listen, Zyna, I have told thee of Kowas Khan before 
— my friend the Wuzeefs son " 

"What of him?" she returned, so abruptly that 
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her tone of alarm startled her brother. " Yes/' she 
continued, correcting herseK, " surely— often— dear 
brother, hast thou not told me of his bravery when 
the Moguls besieged the city? but do not mention 
him, else I will go away." 

" Nay, go not, Zyna. I will not tease thee," he re- 
plied, " yet why should I not speak of him ? Is he 
not a hero — a very Eoostum ? Is he not beautiful ? 
r—a youth for a maiden to love, or a man to make 
his friend ! But enough of this," for he perceived 
the confusion his last words had occasioned: "to 
say the truth, I am anxious for the whole family, 
and there is much cause to fear ; the Wuzeer is not 
keeping his faith with the King. But for that, in- 
deed^ '' 

"Hush, brother!" said Zyna, again blushing, for 
she knew that she had been sought in marriage by 
the Wuzeer for his son ; " may God forbid evil to 
him or any of them ; and men have as yet spoken 
well of him. Why should he be suspected ? " 

" Alas, who can say ? " replied her brother sadly. 
"Who can tell to what crimes pride and ambition 
may not urge a man ? Truly, sister, it will not be 
marvellous if the Wuzeer, seeing the danger of the 
Moguls on the one hand, of Sivaji Bh6slay on the 
other, and knowing better than we do the divisions 
among our own nobles, should forget his faith, and 
try to strike in for himself 'Twas thus, so writes 
the historian of honoured memory, Mahomed Kasim 
Ferishta, that our own kingly house rose into exist- 
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ence, and the Nizam Shahy and Kootub Shahy 
dynasties also ; what wonder, then, that Khan Ma- 
homed — the rich, the honoured, the powerful — 
should be tempted to follow examples so successful 
and so prosperous ? " 

" What ! and forget his King, who has raised him 

from — from " she could not add slavery ; " forget 

honours, titles, lands, wealth ? brother ! " 

" Ah, Zyna,'' returned Fazil, sighing, " believe me, 
there are few minds so noble, and so humble too, 
as to despise power in little things ; how much less a 
position so exalted as that of monarch of these noble 
realms. Men have already forgotten 'Rehan' the 
slave, in * Khan Mahomed,' the Wuzeer of Beejapoor. 
We know what he was, we see what he is, and we 
can think what he might be. If he is playing for 
the highest stake, it is a game in which his life is of 
no accoimt." 

" I would I had not known of this, brother, from 
thy lips," said Zyna sadly. " True, it seems to have 
a terrible distinctness : and his son ? " 

" Nay, by your head and eyes, he is pure, Zyna. 
My own dear friend,*' he exclaimed, " I would answer 
for him with my life. As for the rest, *tis but 
suspicion as yet. Whatever the matter I know 
of may lead to, I am resolved to see the last of it. 
Listen. 

" Last evening I was coming from the Durbar, 
and, dismissing the men who were with me, I rode 
to some open ground to exercise my horsa It is not 
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far from the King's palace at Toorweh : and to get 
there, I proceeded through the outskirts of the city, 
which lead to the quarter of the lower orders of the 
people. I had not ridden far when I met the palan- 
keen of the King's secretary, attended by some horse- 
men. It seemed strange to meet him there, because, 
when I left the audience hall, he seemed immersed 
in business. So I rode up towards it with the inten- 
tion of saluting him again, when he shut the door as 
it were carelessly, but, as I thought, with an evident 
desire not to be seen : this stimulated my curiosity. I 
had no pretence for following him, only there happened 
to be an acquaintance, who was in conmiand of his 
escort, and who called me. I joined him, unobserved 
by the Meerza, and accompanied him under pretence 
of friendly chat. By-and-by, as the better part of the 
town grew more distant, I asked him banteringly 
what had brought so great a person as the King's 
Meerza into so mean a quarter, and whether I might 
see the end of the adventure ; and looking about him, 
— ^to be sure the rest of the escort were out of hearing 
— ^he told me that, after leaving the court, the Mfeerza 
had first gone to a respectable Hindu house in an- 
other quarter and remained there some time ; and 
when he came out he was attended to the door by a 
Hindu soldier, who bade him depart, and told him 
not to forget the shop of Eama of Ashtee, in the 
' Kullars ' quarter, and Tannajee Maloosray. Thence 
a man was sent as guide to another house, and he 
showed him to me then running with the bearers 
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before the palankeeiL ' So I can only suppose it is 
some work of the King's/ added my friend, 'with 
wliich we cavaliers have nothing to do.' I thought 
otherwise, for Tannajee's name is famous; and we 
rode on. 

"After some time the guide stopped at the door of a 
decent house, which, I think, was a Jungum's* Mutt. 
The Meerza did not get out of his palankeen, and a 
man came to the doorway and began to speak in 
Persian, after having looked round suspiciously at 
all of us. I shall not forget the man, Zyna, for he 
had piercing grey eyes and a hooked nose. I sup- 
pose he thought no one could imderstand him, for he 
did not speak low. Still, as his head was partly in- 
side the door of the secretary's palankeen, I could 
not hear all, and could only approach indeed, on 
pretence of my horse being restless. I heard, how- 
ever, the man's direction to the secretary, a Hindu 
temple of Bhowani, in the plain on the east of the 
fort, where papers were to be shown at midnight, 
and the Wuzeer's name was mentioned. Thither I 
will go, ' Inshalla ! '* to-night. I can disguise myself, 
and my speech is Mahratta or Canarese, as I please, 
and Bulwunt Eao goes with me." 

" Go not, my precious brother," said Zyna, inter- 
rupting him; "there must be danger among these 
plotters. Eemember what thou art to us all, Fazil." 

" If my love were not what it is for Khan Mahomed's 

* Priests of the Lingayet caste of Hindus, 
t Imhallal—'' Please God." 
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son/' he replied, " I would not hazard this matter ; 
but we, thy father and myself, owe the Wuzeer many 
fevours, and I should hold myself false did I hesitate 
to peril something in their cause. Even thou, Zyna, 
hast not forgotten how Kowas Khan and our brave 
Bulwunt Eao fought over me when I had been 
stricken down in the Friday's fight with the Moguls, 
and but for them I had perished. Yes, sister, I must 
go." 

"Go? whither son?'' said Afzool Khan, whose en- 
trance had not been observed by either ; " whither 
wouldst thou go, and for what?" 

" Father ! " uttered both at the same moment, and, 
rising, saluted him reverently. 

"Be seated, my children," he said; "I too will 
join you. Your mother hath not been here ?" 

The allusion made was to their father's second 
wife, whom he had married after the mother of his 
children died, and who received from them all the 
honour and respect, if not the tender love, of their 
real mother. Her name was Lurlee, to which her 
title of Khanum being added, she was known among 
her friends and dependants as Lurlee Khanum ; and 
she will appear presently in her proper person. 

" No, father," replied Zyna, " she was going to cook 
something for you, and had something to do with 
her tables ; and said that there was something going 

to happen, for that Mars and the moon, or stay 

really! don't know, father, how it was^I forget." 

"Ah," returned her father, smiling, "bicharee — 
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poor thing ! — those stars are a sad trouble to her. 
But what art thou going to do, son V 

"Tell him all you have told me, brother," said 
Zyna. 

Fazil recapitulated what he had told his sister> 
and finding his father interested, again stated his in- 
tention of following up the secret whatever it might 
be. 

" Go, my son," said the old Khan, " I cannot gain- 
say thee in this matter. If we can protect Elhan 
Mahomed or keep evil from his house, or if any of 
these vile plots can be traced to those concerned in 
them, a few sharp examples may deter others. But 
why not take some of the Paigah ? those are danger- 
ous quarters by night/' 

" Impossible, father, they are too wary ; and Bul- 
wimt Eao says there will be spies and scouts watch- 
ing everywhere. So we are better alone, and with 
your leave, father, I go to prepare myself." 

Afzool Khan opened the casement, and looked out 
He partly leaned out of the window, and appeared 
to be gazing abstractedly over the city. The yoimg 
moon was now low in the sky, and the stars shone 
out more brilliantly than before ; but clouds were 
gathering fast in the south-west, which, from the 
lightning flashing about their tops, boded a storm. 
As yet, however, the gentle light of the moon per- 
vaded all, glinting from the bright gilded pinnacles 
of domes and minarets, and resting tenderly upon the 
white terraces, walls, and projecting oriels of houses 
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near him — upon the tapering minarets of his own 
private mosque, and the heavy but graceful foliage 
that hung about them. 

*' It is a type of what is coming," thought the Khan 
— "here the moonlight only partially dispelling the 
gloom, which will increase ; there heavy night-clouds 
already threatening. Even so with our fair kingdom : 
the tempest of sorrow may break over us. We can- 
not stop it, but we may at least endure the trial, and 
be true to our salt." 

He was long silent, and the beads which he had 
removed from his wrist were passing rapidly through 
his fingers, while his lips moved as though in prayer. 
Zyna dared not speak, yet he looked at her lovingly 
as his lips still moved, and passing his arm round 
her, drew her to him. Perhaps with that embrace 
more tender thoughts came into his heart, some 
memories that were sad yet grateful 

" There will be no danger, Zyna," he said assuringly, 
as he felt her trembling, and guessed her thoughts ; 
" Fazil and Bulwunt Eao are both wary. The moon, 
too, is setting, and it will be dark, perhaps raining. 
He comes, daughter," continued the Khan, as Fazil's 
foot was heard on the stairs ; " let us look at him." 

As he spoke, Fazil entered the room and made the 
Hindu salutation of reverence. to his father. " Should 
I be known as your son, father?" he asked. 

"Nemmo Narrayen* Baba," cried Afzool Khan, 
laughing, and returning the salutation in the same 
* The Hindu style of salutation to a Gosai. 
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style. " If thou knowest thyself, it is more than I 

can say of thee." 

The disguise was indeed perfect. Fazil was naked 

to the waist, and a coarse cloth of some length, which 

might serve as a sheet if unwound, was crossed upon 

his shoulders and chest in thick folds. A long scarf 

of thick soft muslin was tied about his loins, leaving 

his muscular arms bare and free. On his chest and 

about his neck was a necklace, consisting of several 

heavy rows of large wooden beads, which, with the 

cloth, might turn a sword-cut, while both served to 

protect him from the damp night wind. About his 

head was a turban of coarse cloth, and a strip of 

finer material, passing under his chin, covered his 

mouth and eyes, and was tied in a knot above his 

turban, leaving two hood ends hanging down on each 

side. His face was smeared with white earth, and 

above his nose the broad trident of Krishna was 

painted in white and red, covering nearly the whole 

of his eyebrows and forehead. The loose Mahomedan 

drawers had been changed for a Hindu waistcloth, 

or "punja," tied tightly about him, and reaching 

barely to his knee ; while the ends were rolled up, 

leaving his legs and most part of his thighs bare, 

which, with his arms, were covered with brown earth 

to subdue the fairness of his skin. The whole of his 

clothes were of one colour, a deep reddish brown, which 

is called " bhugwa," and is the sacred and distinctive 

colour of all religious devotees. At his back hung a 

broad black shield with steel bosses upon it, and he 
VOL. 1. Q 
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held in his hand a sabre with a plain steel hilt and 
black scabbard, which his father recognised as a fa- 
vourite weapon. Nothing could have been better 
suited for his guise than the whole equipment, nor 
was there anything left to desire in its perfect adapta- 
tion to resistance or flight, should either be necessary. 

" Bulwunt waits for me in the garden, and I go. 
Thy blessing, my father," said Fazil, stooping forward. 

"Go. May Alia, and the saints, and the holy 
Emaon Zamin protect thee !" said the Khan, rising, 
and placing his hands tenderly on his son's head. 
" Go, and return victorious !" 

"Ameen! ameen!" (amen!) sighed Zyna, for her 
heart was with her brother as he turned to depart 
upon his perhaps perilous mission. 



CHAPTEK XX. 

" You have not stayed long, Meah, after all/' cried 
the cheery voice of Bulwunt Eao, as he saw his 
young master approaching the place of meeting, a 
large peepal tree, which stood at a back entrance to 
the garden. " And you are as good as your word. 
I thought there might be some lecture from 'the 
Mastu,' and some remonstrances from the Khanum, 
and possibly that the stars were not to be overcome ; 
but all seems to have gone welL Did they know 
you?" 

" My sister seemed rather frightened as she saw 
me, and shrank back, but my father declared me per- 
fect, and bade me God-speed," replied Fazil ; " but 
look over me once more : dark as it is, it might be a 
matter of life or death if we were discovered.'* 
.. " Discovered, Meah ! No, trust me for that ! " replied 
Bulwimt. " Only keep that courtly tongue of yours 
quiet, or if you speak at all, let it be in Canara, which 
somehow suits you better than our soft Mahratta, 
and let it be as broad as you can make it. Leave the 
rest to ma * Mahrattas know Mahrattas,' is one of 
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our common proverbs, not untrue either. No sa- 
laams, Meah ! If there be occasion to salute any 
one, you know the mode. So — join your hands and 
thumbs together, carry them up to your nose. There, 
your thumbs along the nose — good. Now a gentle 

inclination of the head, very little Shabash! that 

was excellent. Take care that no Bundagee or Salaam 
Alyfek — or other Moslem salutation escape you : if 
you have need, a soft * Numuscar MaharajV or if we 
meet a Gosai, ' Nemmo Narayen Bawa ! ' Or, better 
than all — ^why risk anything ? keep a silent tongue, 
and leave me to talk." 

*' Nay, not so fast, friend," cried the young Khan, 
smUing at his follower's earnestness, " fear not for me ; 
I know enough of the customs of the dress I wear to 
bear me out if need be, and I would fain have my 
tongue as my hands are — at liberty. No Granja, I 
hope, since your brain is clear." 

" By your head and eyes, no, Meah, I have only 
drunk water since you first called me," he replied 
earnestly ; " look here," and he executed one of the 
most difl&cult of the movements which accompanied 
his sword exercise, — " wiU that do ? " 

" Let us on then, friend, in the name of all the 
saints, for we have enough to do ere morning, and it 
is some distance to the temple." 

" Nearly a coss,* Meah, and we have to pass some 
bad places beyond the deer park. Come, let nothing 
induce you to enter into a brawl, or notice insult, or 
* Two miles. 
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we shall fail. If we are attacked, we can strike in 
return. Come 1 '* 

So saying, they moved on rapidly and silently to 
the Hindu temple which Bulwunt Eao knew of. 
Their appearance — for both were attired as nearly as 
possible alike, except that Bulwunt had concealed 
more of his face than his companion — ^was too com- 
mon and unobtrusive to attract attention, and they 
passed unnoticed through the respectable portions of 
the city, meeting, however, few passers in the now 
dark and deserted streets. 

Passing the wall of the deer park, and skirting the 
walls and glacis of the citadel, patches of open rocky 
ground succeeded, where a few sleepless asses picked 
up a scanty night meal, and the houseless dogs of the 
city snarled and fought over the carrion carcasses of 
cattle, or the oflfal which had been thrown out there, 
or disputed their half-picked bones with troops of 
jackals. Now they met men at intervals, who, with 
muffled faces and scarcely concealed weapons, watched 
for unwary single passengers, from whom by threat 
or violence they might be able to extort the means 
of temporary debauchery. Some such looked scowl- 
ingly upon the friends, and sometimes even advanced 
upon them ; but seeing at a nearer glance no hope of 
anything but hard blows, passed them by unheeded. 

"Many a good fellow has had an end of him 
made hereabouts," said Bulwunt in a low voice as 
they passed a more conspicuous group than usual, 
who seemed inclined to dispute the way with them. 
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"How much would there be found of a man by 
morning, to ascertain what he had been in life, if 
his body were thrown upon one of those heaps of 
carrion, which the hyenas, dogs, and jackals are fight- 
ing over ? Do you not hear them yelling? — ^Bah 1 that 
would be an ugly fate, and that is why I seldom 
venture into this quarter by night*' 

" Then you come sometimes ? " 

"Why not, Meah? Are there not adventures 
enough for those who seek them ? I tell thee, many 
a young noble, ay, and old one too, that I could 
name, come here after dark and amuse themselves 
gaily for an hour or two ; but thou art not of that 
sort, Meah ; else I had brought thee long ago." 

" And that is the quarter yonder, I suppose,'' said 
the young man, "above which the light gleams 
brightly." 

" You are right, Meah ; a few minutes more and 
we enter it." 

A scene it was of coarse open profligacy. Shops of 
a low character for the sale of spirits were every- 
where open, filled with flaring lamps, or before which 
stood large iron cressets filled with cotton seed soaked 
in oil, that burned brightly, sending forth a thick 
ropy smoke, and showing groups of men, women, and 
children too, sitting on the ground, drinking the 
hot new liquor, or the more rapidly intoxicating 
juice of the date palm-tree; which, contained in 
large earthen jars, was being dispensed by ladlesful 
to people clustered around them. All this part I'e- 
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sounded with obscene abuse, and songs, and violent 
wrangling. In. one group two men had drawn their 
daggers, and were with difficulty held back by women 
hanging about them. In another place, two women 
had hold of each other's hair, and were beating and 
scratching each other with their disengaged hands. 

They passed through all ; many a gibe and coarse 
invitation familiar to Bulwunt Eao, who, had he 
been alone, could not have resisted them, followed 
them from men and women. But he was for the 
time steady, checked by the presence of his young 
chief, and with the jSerce desire of meeting his here- 
ditary enemy burning at his heart. They were now 
near the place in regard to which Bulwunt thought he 
could not be mistaken. A little further there was 
a Hindu temple gaily decked out with white and 
orange-coloured banners ; people were singing even- 
ing hymns within it, and their voices rose even above 
the hoarse murmur of the crowd, and there was a 
clash of cymbals accompanying them. Bulwunt 
stopped, and laid his hand on his companion's arm. 

" That is the temple," he said, " by which I know 
the kullals,* and that it is where we shall meet 
Tannajee, if at all. That is Eama of Ashtee's shop 
across the street." 

" And is the other temple far oflf ? '* asked Fazil. 

" Not now; a few more turns down the back lanes 
yonder, and we shaU find it among the tamarind 
trees in the plain. We will go there at once." 

* Publican. 
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Bulwunt knew the place perfectly. A quiet se- 
cluded spot, where often, stupid from the effects 
of ganja, or drink, he had gone, to sleep off the 
effects before he went home. A place where one 
or two Jogis, or Gosais, or Sunniasis of ascetic 
orders, usually put up, or travellers sometimes going 
eastwards, who had to be clear of the city before 
dawn. The grove, too, was a favourite place for 
encampment, and droves of Bringarries, or other 
public carriers, halted there in fair weather. Now, 
however, it was quite vacant, and the natural gloom 
of the place was deepened by the darkness of the 
night, while the glare to which their eyes had been 
exposed, caused it to seem more gloomy still. 

" An evil-looking place, friend, at this hour," said 
FaziL 

" Ay, Meah, dark enough; yet better than the light 
we have left yonder," he replied, pausing and looking 
back to where the glare of the kuUal's quarter rose 
into the dark night air above the houses ; — " better 
than that. Yet it is a strange place to come to at 
night, imless there be any one here. Be cautious, 
Meah, I will look in." 

The temple was a small one, upon a low basement ; 
the high conical roof or steeple could hardly be 
traced among the heavy foliage that enveloped it. 
There was a court around it, the wall of which was 
not so high on one side but that a man standing on 
tip-toe might look over it ; and as Fazil was about 
to do so, Bulwunt Eao pulled him back. 
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" For your life, no," he whispered, " some one is 
there. I saw the flicker of a fire yonder; come round 
to the back of the verandah. I know of a hole in the 
wall which is not filled up." 

Fazil followed. His companion was right. A hole 
had been left in the wall for light or air, and some 
loose stones and bricks stuffed into it. Just enough 
aperture remained for both to see plainly what was 
therein. On two sides of the small court, opposite 
to the temple, was a terraced building roughly built, 
the pillars supporting the clay roof being of rudely 
hewn timber. The basement was level with that of 
the temple, and ascended by three low steps in the 
centre. Three persons were sitting on the floor near 
the embers of a fire ; two enveloped in white sheets, 
which were drawn over their heads, and partly over 
their faces ; they might be Bramhuns, who had been 
worshipping at the temple. The other was a " Jogi," 
or ascetic, who, in all his majesty of dirt and ashes 
— his hair matted and twisted about his head like a 
turban, the ends of a long grizzly beard tucked over 
his ears, and naked to the waist — sat cross-legged 
upon a deer's skin before the embers, which cast a 
dull and flickering light upon his naked body. 

Occasionally, with his right hand, he took ashes 
from the fire and rubbed them over his broad hairy 
chest and sinewy arms, and occasionally over his 
face, telling his beads the while with his left. 
None of the men spoke. Could they be the persons 
of whom they were in search ? 
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" I fear we are wrong, Bulwunt," whispered Fazil, 
" these must be Bramhuns with that Jogi." 

" I know of no other temple, Meah," returned Bul- 
wunt ; " but wait here, I will go round to the door 
and question them." 

" Be careful, friend ; I like not the look of the old 
Jogi ; be careful," interrupted Fazil. 

" Nay, I am not going to quarrel with him," con- 
tinued Bulwunt Eao ; " but watch what they do. You 
will see all their faces if they turn to me." And 
with cautious steps he moved in. 

The door of the temple was in front. Bulwunt had 
seen it was partially open when they arrived. Fazil 
heard it creak on its hinges as Bulwunt opened it, 
and saw him emerge from behind the basement of 
the temple; and amidst a rough cry of "who comes?" 
" who art thou ? " from the three persons, walk slowly 
and firmly up to the basement of the verandah, and 
make the customary reverential salutation. 

"Thou art a bold fellow," exclaimed one of the 
men covered with a sheet, who stood up, looking at 
Bulwunt from head to foot, " to intrude upon respect- 
able people unbidden. A Gosai, too, whence art 
thou?" 

" I am a poor disciple of Amrut Geas, of KuUianee, 
if ye know the town," answered Bulwunt, deferentially ; 
" and they call me Poorungeer. I have come to the 
city on business, and have travelled far to-day. I 
offcen put up here, and, as I saw lights, I entered, in 
the hope of shelter for the night. It will rain pre- 
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seutly, and, with your permission, I will take a drink 
of water and rest here." 

" There is plenty of water in the well without," 
returned the man sulkily ; " and there is the iron 
bucket and cord — ^take them and begone. There are 
a thousand Gosain's mutts in Beejapoor, why shouldst 
thou stay here ? — begone ! " 

" Nay, be not inhospitable, Bawa ! " returned 
Bulwunt. " I am weary and footsore ; it is a long 
way to the only mutt, I know, and it is not safe for a 
man alone to pass the plain at night." 

" I tell thee begone," said the Jogi ; " there is no 
room for thee here ; begone, else we will turn thee 
out." 

" Direct me, then, to a resting-place, good sirs," re- 
plied Bulwunt. " I would give no offence ; I pray ye 
be not angry. "Nay," he continued, observing a 
gesture of impatience ; " behold, I am gone. I would 
not be unwelcome. Only say, Jogi, what this 
temple is called ? " 

" This is the temple of Toolja D^vi, and dedicated 
to the Holy Mother at Tooljapoor," replied the man. 
" If thou hast need to visit it, come to-morrow, and 
thou wilt see the image. Depart now, or these 
worthy men may be angry. Thou hast interrupted 
already a discourse on the mysteries " 

" Which would have benefited me, Bawa, also. I 
shall not forget their inhospitality. Now I depart." 
And saluting the Jogi, who lifted his hand to his 
head, and staring fixedly at the others, whose faces 
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were plainly visible by the light of the fire, which 
had blazed up, Bulwiint Eao left them. 

"Listen, Meah," whispered Bulwunt to Fazil, as 
he rejoined him. " These are the people, no doubt ; 
there are some holes in the wall behind them, which 
I saw when within ; come round to them, we shall 
see and hear better, and can listen to the old 
Jogi's discourse on the mysteries ; no doubt it will 
be edifying. The old Jogi is some one, I think, 
in disguise, but it is well done. Come, and tread 
softly." 

The light tread of their naked feet was not heard 
amidst the rustling of the trees above ; and, as Bul- 
wunt had said, there were several holes in the wall 
which enabled them to see and hear perfectly, except 
when the conversation was carried on in the lowest 
whispers. They were, however, on the highest side 
of the court wall. 

" We are right now," whispered Fazil ; " but have 
the weapons ready in case of need. I like not the 
Jogi nor his friends." 

The inmates of the little building were silent for 
some time, and one of them, who had kept his face 
concealed, at length lay down, and drew his sheet 
over him. The other two smoked at intervals. Now, 
one, now the other, lighting the rude cocoanut 
hooka with embers from the fire before them. 

"Didst thou know that lad, Pahar Singh — that 
Gosai?" asked his companion. "Methinks he was 
more than he seemed. I know most of that old 
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robber Amrut Geer's Cheylas,* too, but not him ; he 
may be a new one perhaps. Only I wish I had not 
seen him ; there was an evil eye in his head ; " and 
the speaker's shoulders twitched as though a slight 
shudder had passed through him. 

"What dost thou care about evil eyes, Maun 
Singh?" replied the Jogi, laughing. "I know not 
the man, and why should he trouble thee, brother? 
Depend upon it he was no more than he seemed, else 
why should he have named Amrut Geer of Tooljapoor ? 
Why art thou thus suspicious ? ** And he again ap- 
plied himself to the hooka, whose bubbling rattle rang 
through the building. 

" Nay, it does not signify, only one does not like 
to be intruded upon, that's alL I had as well shut 
the door of the temple, brother." 

"Do not bolt it," cried the Jogi; "they wiU be 
here soon," as the man went and closed it; then 
returned, and with another shrug or shiver, lay down, 
when both relapsed into silence. 

" Pahar Singh ! " whispered Bulwunt to the young 
Khan ; " the robber, murderer, rebel, what you please. 
The man after whom we wandered so long last year. 
Ah, 'tis a rare plot, Meah, if such be the instru- 
ments." 

" Hush ! " said Fazil ; " they are speaking again. 
Listen!" 

"Where did you get those papers, 0, Toolsee 
Das ? " asked Pahar Singh of the man who had been 
* Disciples. 
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lying down. " What, hast thou been asleep ? Tell 
me again, lest I make a mistake." 

" Not I, please your Highness," replied the person 
addressed, raising himself upon his arm ; " but if you 
talk in that gibberish language of your country, 
what am I to do ? It is dull work waiting when 
one's eyes are heavy with sleep, and I am not rested 
from that fearful ride." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed Pahar Singh ; « that ride, 
LaUa ! man ! it was but a child's ride after all, 
only forty coss.* You will be lively enough by-and- 
by. Now, if you can speak without lying, tell me 
truly, are those papers genuine or not ? " 

" My lord," replied the Lalla, sitting up ; " they 
who come will best know that. If they had not been 
genuine they would not have been worth the steal- 
ing, nor these long journeys, to which your servant 
is not accustomed, nor the risk of being compared 
with original documents. I told my lord this before, 
and " 

" True, LaUa," said Pahar Singh, interrupting him ; 
" but one likes to hear a thing over again when it 
is pleasant. Ha, ha! when it is pleasant, you 
know " 

*' When the honour of great houses is at stake we 
Mutsuddees have to be proportionably careful," re- 
turned the Lalla pompously ; " and when your poor 
servant saw what these were, you see — ^my considera- 
tion for the king for this state — ^may it flourish 

* Eighty miles. 
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a thousand years — was great, and I — I, ahem — 
brought them away " 

" You mean you stole them, Lalla ? Out with the 
truth, good fellow." 

"Well, sir, if you don't Kke my words. Yes, I 
stole them, and it was. a blessed chance which has 
enabled me to turn them to such good account," said 
the Lalla, smiling blandly. " Excellent indeed, my 
lord; and I," continued the Lalla, rubbing his hands, 
" ha ! ha ! my lord, and I " 

** Ha ! ha ! ha ! " responded Pahar Singh, interrupting 
him with a coarse laugh. " We shall see. No blood 
in that robbery. Maun Singh. Ours are seldom so 
neatly done, I think ; but the Lalla is a master of his 
craft. Well, and if they are genuine, you will have 
a rich reward. 0, much money; gold perhaps, who 
knows ? and half is mine for not cutting that lying 
coward throat of yours, or hanging you like a dog, 
Lallajee." 

** Noble prince, I have not forgotten the agreement, 
nor my lord's hospitality," returned the Lalla, joining 
his hands. 

" Ah, that is well," returned Pahar Singh grimly. 
" One should not forget obligations, and they are only 
five days old. By your child's head. Maun Singh, 
he had a narrow escape, only for the boy and thea 
Ah, it was rare fun. A coward — a peculiar coward ! 
He did not think he should live, and he told us of 
the papers, only for that, they would have gone into 
the river with his carcass. Ah, yes; it was well 
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done. What if they are false, Lalla, and we have 
been brought so far in vain ! man, think of that." 

"Yes, think of that, Lallagee,'' returned Maun 
Singh, turning himself lazily round to speak. " There 
are few like thee who are made guests of, and fed 
instead of becoming food. Ha, ha, ha ! art thou not 
afraid?" 

" My lords, I can say no more. I have told you 
all I can, and the rest is in their hands who come," 
said the Lalla, humbly putting up his hands to his 
nose. In his heart, however, the man was chuckling 
secretly. He thought those who were to come would 
be attended by a retinue, and he purposed to watch 
his opportunity and denounce the robber, who would 
be seized on the bare mention of his name ; and 
when he, Toolsee Das, should not only get the price 
of the papers, but, he felt sure, be rewarded for having 
enticed so wary a robber into a trap. The Lalla, 
therefore, endured the raillery and coarse abuse ex- 
pended upon him with a peculiarly grim satisfaction. 

" Yes, * a cowardly knave, by your eyes. Maim 
Singh," continued Pahar Singh, while both were 
laughing heartily. "Ah, how he begged for life! 
And we have fed him well since too, though I am not 
sure that I did right in bringing him here after all. 
I think I ought to have sent thee after thine ances- 
tors, Lalla!" 

" I doubt not, valiant sir, that your worship hath 
slain many of the King's enemies," said the Lalla, 
trembling in spite of himself, but inwardly determin- 
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ing to show no mercy, " and you are pleased to be 
merry." 

"Dog, if thou hast deceived me, and brought me 
fifty coss for nothing, to save thy miserable life,'' said 
Pahar Singh, fiercely, " thou shalt not escape me twice. 
Hark! what is that at the door?" for it was now 
shaken violently ; " they are come. Maun Singh. Ee- 
member, LaUa, I am no Pahar Singh now, or thou 
diest on the spot. See what I have for thee here,'* 
and he showed the shining naked blade of a sword 
concealed under the ashes. " Enough, don't be fright- 
ened, only be discreet. Go, Maun Singh brother, open 
the wicket quickly," for those without again shook 
it impatiently. " Two are to come, only the two ; 
there might be treachery with more. But ho, ho, 
ho ! Pahar Sing is a match for ten, is he not ? Now, 
see thou speakest the truth, LaUa," he continued ; 
"and my vows for the temple, and the well, they are 
not to be forgotten — ^nor — the feeding — ^five thousand 
Bramhuns. Forget not this on thy life. I am thy 
Gooroo,* teaching thee ' the mysteries.' " 

These words came from him, jerked out, as it were, 
by morsels, during the brief interval that elapsed 
before those he expected arrived ; and which he em- 
ployed in rubbing additional handfuls of ashes from 
the edges of the fire upon his face, body, and limbs, 
so as to render his disguise more complete, and in 
heaping up ashes on his sword, the hilt of which lay 
towards him, ready for action. As he finished, he 

* Spiritual teacher. 
VOL. L K 
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took a string of wooden beads from his hair, and 
settled himself on his heels, in an attitude of austere 
devotion ; for, after a brief parley at the gate, steps 
were heard advancing, and the LaUa, though his 
heart sank within him at seeing only two persons ac- 
companying Maun Singh, rose as they ascended the 
steps of the basement, and were clearly visible by 
the light of the fire, which Pahar Singh had caused 
to burn brightly. 

Fazil Khan's heart beat fast as he saw that one of 
the persons who ascended first was the King's secre- 
tary, his most trustworthy and confidential servant. 
His handsome, grave, Persian face, and long grey 
beard, with the lameness he was known by, which 
resulted from a wound, were immistakable. The 
other, who had his face partly concealed, and who 
might be taken for an ordinary attendant to the 
Secretary, seemed nowise remarkable ; but, as the 
pair sat down before him, and this person removed 
one fold of the scarf about his face — though he kept 
his mouth and nose still covered, as if to exclude the 
night air — the large sad eyes of the young King were 
plainly visible. 

Fazil beheld him with an intensity of wondering 
interest, which it is impossible to describe, and fairly 
panted with excitement. " If he had known whom he 
was to meet here," he thought, " he would not have 
exposed himself to this risk : Alia and the Prophet 
have sent us." And as this escaped him, partly inter- 
jectionally and partly in devout prayer, the young 
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Khan seemed to swell with the consciousness that 
his King might owe his safety, nay, even life, to 
them. The Secretary was a veteran soldier, but 
he was unarmed, except a small knife-dagger in his 
girdle. Fazil, therefore, loosened his sword in its 
sheath. " Be ready," he whispered to his companion, 
who pressed his hand silently, in acknowledgment of 
the caution. Bulwunt had evidently not recognised 
the King ; indeed, it was well perhaps that he could 
not see the face, or have his suspicions awakened : he 
might not have preserved the same composure as his 
young master. 




CHAPTER XXL 

The sflence was beeoming oppressive, though only 
of a few moments' dnration, when Fazil observed 
the Jogi twitch the sleeve of Hie Lalla*s garment as 
a sign to begin. Though it had cost him a pang to 
think lie had no present hope of secnring the robber, 
Toolsee Das, in truth, was pretty much at his ease. 
The position and rank of the King's secretary were 
unequivocal ; who the other person might be, he could 
not conjecture — ^perhaps an assistant, perhaps a son — 
he might be either. There was something, oeitainly, 
in the look of those great black eyes, which was un- 
common ; but they gave no response to the Lalla's 
lapid but curious investigation of them : they could 
not be fathomed at a glance. 

There was nothing in the demeanour of either of 
the persons before him to excite personal apprehen- 
sion ; and the Lalla was quite sure that Pahar Singh 
would not give him up, or the papers either, with- 
out an univalent in money ; and as he could not 
have P^bar Sin^ taken, it was assuring to think 
tb&t he need not be i^prehended himself, for it was 
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quite certain that the robber would get more for the 
secret here than if he and the papers had been con- 
veyed to the Imperial camp. There, a short ques- 
tioning, and the executioner would be sure ; and the 
Lalla shuddered for an instant at the thought of what 
would have followed. Here, as one who could give 
information of the enemy, and who could disclose 
state counsels, to what might he not aspire ? If the 
people and their language were barbarous in nor- 
thern estimation, yet he had seen enough of the 
city to be satisfied of its beauty ; and were not many 
of the northern people already settling among the 
Dekhanies ? 

Such thoughts were flashing rapidly through the 
Lalla's mind — far more rapidly than we can write 
them — ^when he felt the sudden twitch we have 
already mentioned: he joined his hands together, 
and began, in a mincing accent, some of those courtly 
Persian phrases of complimentary welcome, common 
to the Mahomedans of the north, and which we 
need not repeat. The Secretary, however, was not in 
a mood to endure them. 

" Peace, LaHajee !" he said ; " we are rougher people 
here than those from whom you have brought these 
idle compliments, and you can keep them till you 
get back. Now to business — do not detain us." 

" Ah, yes. My lord desired to see some letters of 
which I spoke to him," he replied; "some that I 
mentioned yesterday." 

" It is therefore that I have come, and it will be well 
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if they can be produced. You have higgled for them 
overmuch, good fellow/' replied the Secretary, curtly. 

" Nay, if my lord regrets," said the LaUa, *^ there 
is no need to press the matter further. Baba!" he 
continued to the pretended Jogi, "thou canst bum 
them in the fire there, only perhaps the King " 

" Not so fast, good sir," said the Meerza, speaking 
more blandly. " I remember all that has passed be- 
tween MB and that valiant gentleman yonder," and 
he pointed to Maun Singh, " and I am willing to 
perform my part of the bargain. And is this the 
Gooroo of whom ye spoke ?" 

" Sir, it is," replied the LaUa. " A holy man— one 
unused to the ways of the world, and who travels 
fix)m shrine to shrine in the performance of sacred 
vows. Such were the Eishis ; such are those from 
whom holy actions emanate ; and such are the virtu- 
ous Jogies of the present day, of whom my Gooroo is a 
noble example. He, desiring the welfare of the Shah 
— may his splendour increase, and live for ever ! — 
sent me to inform you, fountain of eloquence and 

discretion ! that they were in existence *' Here 

the Jogi gave another twitch of interruption, and a 
look, with a low growl, which the LaUa weU under- 
stood, and continued — 

" You see, noble sirs, he hath abeady suffered the 
interruption of his devotional abstraction, and is un- 
easy; for he never speaks imless to bless his dis- 
ciples, or removes his eyes from the end of his nose : 
in continuing which, and repeating to himself holy 
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texts and spells of wonderful power, he is pre-emi- 
nent in absorption of his faculties. So my lord 
will excuse him, and will remember the condition 
attached to the perusal of the papers." 

"The gold, the gold — the money first!" growled 
the Jogi. " My son, my vow, my vow 1" 

"Noble sirs," continued the LaUa in a depreca- 
tory whine to both, which appeared perfectly natu- 
ral, as he looked from one to the other, with 
his hands joined, "you must pardon him; he is 
not a man of courts or of the world, but of tem- 
ples, and holy shrines, and ascetic exercises; and 
some time ago he made a vow to build a temple on 
a spot where he had an ecstatic vision of heaven, 
and to dig a well, and feed five thousand Bramhuns, 
and to pass the remainder of his days in assisting poor 
travellers and in holy contemplation. A holy man, 
therefore, noble gentlemen, and he is anxious about 
the gold, not as filthy lucre, but for the sake of the 
temple and the weU." 

" Peace !" interrupted the Meerza. " What, in the 
name of the Shytan,* are the weU and the temple 
to us ? Let us get up and depart. Sahib," he said to 
his companion ; " they have no papers ; this is but a 
scheme to raise money. I like them not, my lord," 
he added in a whisper, "and bitterly do I regret 
having brought you here imarmed and unattended. 
May God and the Prophet take us safe hence !" 

The LaUa was not watching their faces in vain ; he 
♦ Shytan— The deviL 
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felt that he had gone fax enough ; and a fresh scowl 
from Pahar Singh, which was not to be mistaken : and 
his action, as he turned up a comer of the deerskin 
on which he sat, exhibiting a small red satin bag 
which might contain papers, assured the Lalla that 
he need not delay longer. 

" Nay, my lords, be not impatient," he said blandly. 
*' When was — he, he 1 — ^business of importance ever 
well done in a hurry? Behold!" added the LaUa, 
taking up the bag, " here are the papers which the 
holy father has kept safely for me beneath his deer's- 
hide. Have I your permission to open them, Baba ?" 

" Open, and be quick," was the short answer of the 
Jogi. 

" Simply then, noble sirs," continued the obsequi- 
ous LaUa, taking some Persian letters out of the bag, 
here they are ; and if either of ye know the hand- 
writing, the signature, or the seals of Khan Mahomed, 
Wuzeer of Beejapoor, he will, Inshalla 1 be able to 
recognise them. I do not know them myself, but 
that makes no difference ; they are no forgeries. If 
you, my lord," he added to the Meerza, " know them, 
you will find that your poor servant has spoken the 
trutL Look at them carefully." 

The Meerza received the packet with trembling 
hands, but he said firmly, " Thou knowest the 
penalty thou hast incurred if these be forged ; and if 
a slave like thee shouldst have dared to question 
falsely the honour of one so exalted as the Wuzeer, 
beware!" 
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"I know — I know, most exalted and worthy 
sir !" replied the Lalla, humbly but confidently shut- 
ting his eyes, folding his hands upon his breast, and 
bowing his head over them ; " your worship told me 
before it would be death. But it will not be so. 
no ! In your poor slave's destiny is written favour 
and advancement at your hands, and his planets are 
in a fortunate conjunction." 

" I would hang him to the highest tree in Beeja- 
poor, to the topmost branch of the Groruk Imlee,* to 
feed the crows and kites for a week. What a rascal 
he is, Meah \" whispered Bulwunt. 

" Hush, and be ready ! there is a life on every 
word," returned Fazil, hearing the "King speak in Per- 
sian in an under-tone to the Meerza. 

" There is no escape from death," he said in a sad 
tone, " if these papers be not false." 

" True!" exclaimed the Jogi, abruptly, but whether 
it had reference to the LaUa's speech or the King's, 
could not be certain. The King looked at him sus- 
piciously, but the man appeared once more to have 
relapsed into abstraction. 

" Oh, that I know, worthy sir," returned the Lalla 
carelessly, " we must aU die in the end : we are all 
mortal : what saith Sadi ? " and he quoted a verse firom 
the Bostan. " I have no fear of them, noble gentle- 
men ! May it please you to look at them first, and 

* Ooruk Imlee — Adansonia Gigautea. Underneath these fine 
trees, which are of great age, and to their branches, the executions 
in Beejapoor used to be done. 



266 TARA: 

then determine about killing me afterwards. He, 
he, he!" 

" He does not tremble under those eyes," whispered 
Fazil to his companion. " This must be true. God 
help them all!" 

" If there be faith in handwriting and seals," re- 
sumed the LaUa after a pause, " I fear not. If these 
documents had not been so precious, why should the 
asylum of the world, my master, have kept thein so 
careftdly in his own writing-case ? The time is not 
come, Meerzal but you will yet hear of a re- 
ward having been set upon your poor slave's head. 
Be it so ; I claim the protection of Ali Adil Shah for 
the service I now do him, BismiUal Open the 
packet there, and say whether I have death and in- 
famy before me, or life and honour in the King's ser- 
vice, for there is more at stake in this matter than 
my lord knows of. Bismilla ! open it." 

The Meerza held the packet irresolutely, as one 
who almost feared a knowledge of its contents, and 
looked for a moment to his companion 

"Bismilla!" said the King, eagerly speaking in 
Persian, " open it ; this suspense is intolerable. Dost 
thou fear for Kian Mahomed? art thou his friend ?" 

" By your head and eyes, by the King's salt, no," 
answered the other. " For good or for evil, Bismilla ! 
I open it," — ^and he tore the cover hastily. 

The heart of Fazil Kian beat so hard in his bosom 
that its throbbings seemed painfully audible to him- 
self, and he almost fancied they must be heard by 
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all inside; but he was still, as was also his com- 
panion. 

As the wax -cloth covers were withdrawn, there 
appeared several letters in the bundle, — ^large, and the 
paper covered with gilding, such as are sent to per- 
sons of the most exalted rank only. Eagerly, most 
eagerly, did the practised eye of the Secretary run 
over each superscription, and each was narrowly 
scrutinised. One by one he passed them to the King, 
and Fazil could see that, whatever they were, they 
caused the deepest expression of interest in both 
their countenances. Suddenly the Meerza came to 
one which, having examined even more narrowly 
than the others, he passed on, with a deep sigh, to 
the King. 

It was taken eagerly, and at once opened and read, 
while the LaUa turned from one to the other with 
an intense expression of curiosity, fear, and hope 
blended together, marked on his features. 

"Does that Jogi understand Persian, thinkest 
thou ? " asked the King of the LaUa. 

" Not a word, I will answer for it with my head," 
returned the man confidently. " How should he ? " 

"And thyself?" 

" Surely, excellent sir ; I have long served in the 
royal Dufter, else how should I have known what to 
take and what to leave ?" He spoke now in Persian, 
and the conversation continued in that language. 

" If there were more, why didst thou not take aU, 
Lalla ?" asked the Meerza. 
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" All ? Meerza Sahib ? that the theft might be dis- 
covered before I had time to get away? Ah, no, 
good sir! A Mutsuddee may be a rogue, but he 
should have discretion," and he quoted the Persian 
proverb to that effect ; *^ and to all appearance the 
royal desk still holds the same packet which I made 
up with other papers, and sealed with the private 
signet as it was before. No ; the theft is not sus- 
pected yet, unless that packet have been opened by 
the Emperor when I was missed " 

"And thou knowest the contents of this letter, 
Lalla ?" iuquired the King. 

" I could say them to you, for I have them by 
heart, noble sir ; perhaps they are somewhat remark- 
able, for when I read them, I thought Ali Adil 
Shah would like to hear them, so I committed them 
to memory. I will even repeat the letter to you if 
this worthy Meerza have no objection. I presume," 
he continued to the Secretary, " that your friend is in 
the King's confidence as much as yourself." 

" Surely," was the reply. " I may say that he is more 
in it than I am myself, else I had not brought him." 

" Enough," said the Lalla ; " I am satisfied. Now, 
open the letter and compare it with what I repeat. 
There is no Alkab."* 

" True," said the King, " he has drawn a Muddf at 
the top." 

* Alkobb — ^Titles and complimentary sentences prefixed to Persian 
letters according to rank of party addressed. 

t Mudd, — ^When the party addressed is of very exalted rank no 
Alkab is used. A line is drawn across, which is called Mudd. 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 269 

"Proceed after the Mudd, then," continued the 
Lalla, " the letter runs thus : — 

^^ It has been the will of the aU-power/ul that the 
forces of my lord, the ruler of both worlds, should 
retire. Let not that trouble his heart. By the favour 
of the most merciful, matters will yet take a prosper- 
ous course for my lord! a true interests. All here, with 
this poor suppliant for his bounty, are day and night 
labouring in his behalf: and already many, as by the 
endorsed list, with their adherents, have been gained 
to the true cause. Others demur, but will repent; 
again, others are obstinate, and cannot be moved, but 
they are not many, A few months more, and when the 
season opens, the harvest will be ripe for the gathering. 
Then, there will be no turning back for my lord from 
this city; for its people, with this poor servant, rejoic- 
ing to escape tyranny^ will at once turn to the asylum 
of the two worlds, and give my lord's fortunate foot- 
steps a happy welcome. We are tired of the false 
religion ; and as to the King, he is but yet a boy, and 
has neither power, knowledge, nor any friends : and 
are men of venerable age to submit tamely to his idle 
fancies ? Surely not. He can be ultimately provided 
for. For the rest, my lord's promises are undeserved by 
the least of his servants, who is not ft to kiss his feet; but 
my lord can at least rely that his administration mil 
be carried on entirely in his interest, and to his hon- 
our and glory. What need to write more ? it would 
be beyond the bounds of respect. May the splendour 
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of dominion and honour increase ! The signMv/re of 
Khan Mahomed, Wuzeer of Beejapoor'' 

" Ay, what need of more ? " sighed the young King. 
" Enough here — enough to prove the man's treachery, 
the least deserved that ever the false world saw. 
Yet, Meerza, there are still many true to the King : 
there are some suspected ones in the list that we 
know of," he continued, his eye running rapidly 
over it, "but Afizool Khan, and many of note, are 
not here, and yet rumour has assailed them also.'* 

" Yes, they are intimates," said the Secretary, "but 
no more, I think." 

"Then I have won my reward and my life !" ex- 
claimed the Lalla anxiously, in his own tongue. 

"Your life, surely," replied the Meerza; "but for 
the reward, we need to make some further scrutiny 
into those papers ere that can be disbursed: they 
must be compared with others in the King's posses- 
sion. Therefore I will take them with me to-night, 
and if you will come to me — ^you know my house — 
early to-morrow, all wUl be arranged to your satis- 
faction." 

" But, my lord — noble sirs," cried the Lalla, in evident 
dread, " that was no part of the bargain. Did we not 
settle '' He could not, however, finish the sen- 
tence on account of a rude and decisive interruption. 

"I forbid it. I forbid one paper or one of you 
passing hence this night till the money is paid," said 
the Jogi, severely. 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 271 

"And who art thou?*' demanded the Meerza, 
haughtily. " Peace ! withdraw ; this is no place for 
thee, or the like of thee." 

" Who am I ? " retorted the ruffian. " Who am I ? 
One who has the right, as he has the power, to de- 
mand what he seeks." And as he spoke he snatched 
from beneath the heap of ashes before him the heavy 
sword he had kept concealed there, which flashed 
brightly in the firelight, and started to his feet, as did 
also his follower. " Stir not ! " he exclaimed to the 
King and Secretary, who had been too much startled 
by the sudden action to rise with the Jogi ; " Stir 
not, or ye die on the spot ! " Drawing himself up to 
his majestic height, Pahar Singh laughed scornfully. 
" Ha, ha, ha ! a boy and a penman against me ! Ha, 
ha, ha ! put up thy weapon. Maun Singh, there is no 
need of it." 

"Who art thou?" demanded the King, rising not- 
withstanding the threat, and returning the glance as 
steadily as it was given. 

"It concerns thee not," answered Pahar Singh. 
" Pay me the money promised on those papers — ^ten 
thousand good rupees^-on this spot, or you pass not 
hence alive. Brother," he added to Maun Singh, "be 
ready. They have brought the money, and we must 
get it." 

It was a moment of intense anxiety to Fazil Elhan 
and his companion. A word — a sound from them, 
and the life of the young King was gone. FazU co^d 
see that, except a small dagger in each of their girdles. 
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the King and his Secretary were iinanned. To rush 
to them soon enough to be of use, was a thing im- 
possible ; they would be dead ere he could strike 
a blow. There was no absolute peril, however, as 
yet, and too much at stake to risk anything. Pahar 
Singh appeared to have no evil intention; but, if 
provoked, it was plain he might do violence, and 
would not hesitate to use his weapon if rescue were 
attempted. 

The King saw his danger. There was little avail in 
temporising, and his thought and action were alike 
prompt. His own life and his friend's were both at 
stake; and what did the money signify? Not a 
feather in the balance. Could his attendants, whom 
he had left at a distance, even hear of his danger, he 
must perish ere they could approach him. 

" Hold ! " he cried, " whoever thou art, JogL If the 
LaUa says thou art to have the money, it will be 
given. Our bargain was with him." 

" And his with me," returned the man. " Give it 
me ; " and as he spoke he advanced close to the King. 

*' Pay it to him— let him have it," cried the Lalla 
to the King, " and keep back your men if you have 
any with you, else there will be bloodshed. He is 
desperate, noble sirs ; do not provoke him." 

" I would do him no harm," said Pahar Singh to the 
Secretary, " but it is as weU to be certain in case of 
treachery;" and he drew a small dagger from his 
gir^e with his left hand, and held it in an attitude 
to strike into the King. " Go, if the money is here ; 
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bring it quickly ; but beware of any attempt to rescue 
him, or you will cause his death. You could not 
reach me ere I had struck him down. Go then, 
Meerza Sahib, my friend Maun Singh will bring the 
bags : he is strong enough/' 

'' Gro, friend," said the King, " do as he says. If the 
people ask questions, say I am safe, and will be with 
them presently." 

"And leave thee with him ! " said the Meerza, an- 
xiously. " I will not stir ; there is peril, and my 
place is beside thee." 

"There is no peril if ye are true," said Pahar Singh ; 
" much, if ye are false. Go ! " 

" Go, friend, T will trust him ; his object is money, 
not my poor life. Go ! I am not afraid of him, nor 
he of me," said the King. 

" How noble he is ! " whispered Fazil to his companion. 

Both would have given aU they possessed to have 
been by the King's side to have struck down the 
ruffian. 

"Ay, Meah, I would we were by his side," returned 
Bulwunt. " Who can he be ? Whoever he may be, 
he is indeed fearless ; but he will not be harmed if 
they bring the money. Hush ! they may speak again." 

The Meerza turned silently to go, and descended 
the step, accompanied by Maun Singh. 

" Come," said the latter to the LaUa; " help to carry 
the bags, good man ; it will save me another jour- 
ney. Come ! " 

The Lalla followed, and the two remained standing 

VOL. L s 
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face to face, the young King and the outlaw looking 
steadily at each other. 

*' Afraid of thee V said Pahar Singh in a low voice, 
and dropping the arm which had held the dagger up- 
lifted. " Afraid of thee ? No, proud boy : he who 
defied thy father's power at its greatest, hath little to 
fear from thine. Ali Adil Shah, thinkest thou that 
this poor disguise could conceal thee ? Yet thou art 
bold and true, and I rejoice that I have had proof of 
it, for men told me thou wert a coward — ^a boy of the 
zenana — only fit to herd with women. Now thou 
hast met the Lion of the HUl* bravely/' he continued, 
using the play on his own name, " and he will turn 
from thee peacefully. Thy life hath been in my hand 
— nay, is now in it were I to strike — ^but I give it 
to thee freely ; promise me mine in return, and swear 
by thy father's spirit that, once gone from this, thou 
wilt not turn back, nor suffer any one of thy retinue 
to do so." 

The King started as the man covertly declared his 
name, and the covering fell from his face. 

" Thou Pahar Singh, the lion of Allund ? " he said. 

"Even so, monarch," returned the chief. "Ha! 
ha ! The man whom thy slaves — cowards — tell thee 
they pursue. Aha! they dare not. Pahar Singh 
is monarch of his own wilds ; no royal troops dare 
to come near them. But keep thine own counsel, and 
now listen. Thou mayst need me yet, and I may do 
thee good service. Two thousand good hearts and 
• Pahar Singh. 
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stout arms, such as thy money camiot hire, serve 
Pahar Singh. Swear to keep faith with me, and I 
will be true. Hadst thou been a coward, and quailed 
at the sight of this weapon, I should have been 
tempted to slay thee, Adil E^han, like a dog, for never 
yet did coward sit on the throne of Beejapoor. For 
what has happened, thou hast my respect. Enough ! 
remember Pahar Singh, and in two days or less I wiU 
send thee more tidings, or come myself. Thou mayst 
kill the messenger, but he will not teU of my hiding- 
place ; and if harm come to him, I swear to thee, by 
the Lady of Tooljapoor,* my holy Mother, that I will 
take a life for every hair of his head, and bum a 
hundred villages. Now, silence ! I have spoken. Am 
I free to go, scathless as thou art ? Thy hand upon it, 
monarch ! " 

It was frankly given, and the rebel and outlaw, in- 
stead of taking it rudely, and as if prompted suddenly 
by a kindly feeling of reverence for his King, bent his 
head gently, touched it with his forehead, and kissed 
it. 

" Thy hand has touched my lips — ^put it upon my 
head, and swear by thy father not to harm me," he 
said, quickly. 

" I swear by my father not to harm thee, Pahar 
Singh: only be thou henceforth faithful to thy King's 
salt," he replied, as he placed both his hands upon the 
outlaw's head. 



* The goddess Bhowani, whose temple at Tooljapoor has already 
been described. 
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" Enough," returned Pahar Singh, removing them, 
pressing them again to his forehead, and kissing 
them reverently ; " I will be true to thy salt, O King ; 
but speak to no one of me, and wait patiently till I 
come— I may have news for thee. A fakeer's rags 
and a beggar's cry admit me everywhere — "Ulla 
dil§;ya to l^nga"* — ^by night or by day, wherever 
thou art, in durbar or zenana, whenever you hear it — 
admit me, or order me to be confined, and send for me 
— I shall bawl loudly enough. If I come not in two 
days, do not doubt me; but stir not in this matter till 
I arrive — it may be very soon, I cannot say. Now 
cover thy face ; they come," and he resumed his for- 
mer threatening attitude. 

The Meerza, with the two others, emerged fix>m 
behind the temple almost as he spoke, and in a 
few moments had ascended the steps of the apart- 
ment. Maun Singh drew a heavy bag from beneath 
the scarf which was roimd his shoulders; but the eye 
of the robber at once detected its smaU size. 

" Those are not rupees, Meerza; beware of treach- 
ery with me. I have not harmed him," he exclaimed. 

"No, it is gold, holy Baba. Behold!" and he 
opened the bag, and poured the contents carefully 
into a little heap on the floor near the fire. " There 
is more than he bargained for," he continued, point- 
ing to the LaUa, " but it does not matter ; you are 
welcome to it, for the temple and the weU." 

" Enough," returned Pahar Singh ; " I am satisfied. 
♦ "If God give I wiU take.'* 
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Go, take your papers, and begone; molest me no 
more." And, sitting down on his deer's hide, he 
heaped up the gold coins carefully with his left hand, 
while his right still held the sword. 

"And my reward, Meerza Sahib!" cried the 
Lalla eagerly, as he and the King turned to depart ; 
" thou wilt not abandon me to him." 

" It is there with the rest," answered the Secretary; 
" Lallajee, help yourself, we must begone." 

" Nay, but I want it not ; only take me away — take 
me away. I fear him," cried the man, in a piteous 
voice, and trembling violently. 

" Peace, fool," exclaimed Pahar Singh, rising and 
holding him back powerfully. " Peace, I will settle 
with thee ! " 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Fob a moment the natural presence of mind which 
Fazil possessed deserted him, and his brain seemed 
to reel nnder conflicting thoughts, and the weight and 
importance of the secret of which he had become pos- 
sessed Should he disclose himself to the King as 
he passed out, and urge him to allow Pahar Singh to 
be taken? The retinue which awaited the monarch 
would be enough to surround the temple, and the 
robber's capture or death was certain. It was a deed 
to do to prove his devotion, and the country would 
be free of a bold and mischievous marauder, who 
plundered it up to the gates of the city. But the 
King's promise to the outlaw was for the time sacred, 
and there was, perhaps, further service to be done by 
the man, which could not be delayed. As regards 
the Wuzeer and his family, also, he must avow his 
knowledge of the secret to the King, when he might 
be charged as his spy, and so share the Wuzeer's 
fate. These thoughts checked the impulse which 
had so nearly carried him on, — it might have been to 
destruction. 
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" Shall we follow him ? shall we speak to the 
king?" asked Bulwunt hurriedly, observing Fazil's 
irresolution, " Say quickly, Meah, — we have not a 
moment to lose." 

" No, no ! we are better here," replied FaziL 
" The avowed knowledge of that secret might chance 
to be our death-warrant ; and has not the King given 
him kowl?* Let us watch still — we may gather 
further particulars; but to follow the King is madness. 
Listen ! they are speaking." Again, therefore, they 
resumed their respective positions. 

A few sticks had been thrown on the embers, and 
Maim Singh was kneeling down and blowing them 
into a flame, which, bursting through them in 
small flashes with every breath, partially illumined 
the figures around it and the blackened walls of the 
apartment. Pahar Singh sat with the gold coins 
before him, counting them one by one. A large por- 
tion were already laid on one side, which he proceeded 
to drop into the bag. The expression of his coarse and 
savage features could now be distinctly seen ; for not 
only was the light from the fire becoming steady, but 
he had moved from his original position, so that he 
sat with his face nearly full towards Fazil, though 
from Bulwunt Eao he was more concealed than be- 
fore. It was a face which, once seen, could never 
be forgotten. Men saw it and quailed before it: 
women saw it and shuddered: and Fazil remem- 
bered how often old Goolab, when he was yet a child, 

* JToi^Z— protection and assurance. 
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had frightened him by the mention of Pahax Singh : 
while tales of his occasional frays and bloody deeds 
were of every-day report in the bazar. 

There, then, he sat. Turban he had none : his 
matted hair, twisted into a rough rope, was tied in a 
knot on the crown of his head, and covered with ashes, 
showing the high narrow forehead — on which, though 
crossed by deep wrinkles, the forked veins, swelled 
by his excitement, stood out like ridges, betokening 
passions wild, fierce, and uncontrollable. The eyes, 
always bright, glittered restlessly and suspiciously 
from beneath the heavy brows, to which, and to 
the lids, the white ashes, smeared on his face from 
time to time as he sat, had adhered; and his hard 
grin disclosed the prominent eye-teeth, which he 
chose to call tusks, in allusion to his name. 

When we last saw this face at Itga, it was excited, 
but there was a softening influence exercised by the 
presence of his adopted son, and Pahar Singh was 
under some restraint. Now there was none, and it 
was difficult to recognise the features at all under 
his disguise, which served to increase the natural 
ferocity of the expression. 

His rough mustaches, of a sandy-brown colour 
at the ends, mingled with a straggling scanty beard, 
were usually parted in the middle, and turned 
over his ears ; but now, being loosened, they were 
tied together in a knot under his chin, in the 
most approved Jogi fashion. His broad chest was 
covered with grizzled hair of the same peculiar 
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colour as his beard; and his skin, originally fair, 
had become of a deep brown, except where it re- 
tained some of its original colour. His arms, which 
had appeared so muscular when he suddenly started 
up to threaten the king, seemed even longer and 
more powerful, as he sat stretching out one over the 
blaze, while the fingers of the other hand played 
among the gold pieces before him. Pahar Singh's 
countenance was now very repellant. It seemed to 
FazU that mercy could never issue from those piti- 
less lips which, with the full nostrils distending and 
contracting rapidly under the action of feelings not 
yet expressed, produced an effect which fascinated, 
while it shocked one unused to it. 

'' Lallajee," he said, every now and then looking 
up : "0 friend, dost thou love gold ? See this is red 
and pure — ah, yes, lovely — and so it need be, com- 
ing out of the King's mint direct. More than ten 
thousand rupees, too, they said. Well, there are just 
five hundred and fifty ashruffees.* That is — how 
much. Maun Singh? thou art a better accountant 
than I am." 

" Somewhere about eleven thousand rupees, I be- 
lieve, MaharajV said his follower. 

"Well, that will do, LaUajee," continued Pahar 
Singh. " That is my share for taking care of thee, 
thou knowest, and getting thee a good market for 
thy papers. The gods be praised ! I vow ten of these 

* Ashruffees^ otherwise caUed Mohura — gold pieces, usually worth 
twenty rupees each. 
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to the holy Mother's necklace at Tooljapoor, and he 
took up ten pieces of the number that remained." 

" Nay, valiant sir/* interposed the Lalla : *' that 
is your Excellency's share in the bag yonder. These 
are mine, not half, as we agreed, but enough perhaps 
for the poor LaUa. It would be no merit for my lord 
if he were to give to the Goddess *' 

He could not finish the sentence, whatever it might 
have been intended to mean, for the rude interrup- 
tion — " Hl-begotten ! " cried the robber, snatching a 
brand from the fire and striking the Lalla's hand, 
which had advanced towards the heap, — ^"dare to 
touch the gold, and thou diest ! That for the like 
of thee!" 

" I am your slave," whimpered the man, wringing 
his hand ; " but why did my lord strike so hard ? " 

" Listen to the coward, brother," said Pahar Singh 
with a sneer ; " a woman would not whine like that. 
Now, thy share. Maun Singh." 

" Of course," said that worthy, " after being dallal* 
in the matter, and putting my head into jeopardy, 
running after that mad Secretary into the very palace 
— ^where, had any one chanced to recognise me, I 
should have been cut down or speared like a mad 
dog — truly, considering the risk, and that day and 
night's ride to boot, mine comes next. Ah ! thou art 
a just man, Jemadar." -f- 

" Well, then, hold out thine hand, brother," returned 

* Dallal — ^broker or agent. 

+ Jemadar— of^cQV, used in reference to rank. 
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Pahax Singh, taking up a few coins and dropping 
them into his hand. " One, two, three, four, five, six, 
seven, eight. Good gold, good gold, LaUajee V* he said, 
looking up : " but it is of no use giving it to him : he 
will only spend it on women and liquor. Better 1 
should have the rest, who can take care of it, Lalla, 
and give it him as he needs it— dost thou not think 

so ? Yet, stay, I may as well nine, ten, that's two 

hundred rupees, brother — enough for thee. Who 
would have thought of a bundle of old papers bring- 
ing so many bright ashrufifees. And after all, Lalla 
— ^by your head — were they true or false, mean 
thief?" 

"True; I swear by your head and eyes, by the 
holy Krishna and his temple at Muttra. Canst thou 
doubt, after what has passed, Jemadar? " cried the 
LaUa earnestly. 

" Nay, how could I understand thy jabbering of 
Persian. That was no honest talk. Maun Singh ; they 
meant to cheat us by it, and this slave joined in 
it. Twenty-one, twenty-two," — he was counting the 
remainder of the gold, and dropping the coins in- 
to his own bag as he spoke, " twenty-three. Dost 
thou think, LaUa, that I am a cheating Mutsuddee, 
like thyself? — twenty-four, twenty-five. — Ill-begotten 
clerk, say — am I — Pahar Singh — a liar and a thief 
like thyself?" 

" May I be your sacrifice, Maharaj, no," cried the 
Lalla, terrified at his manner, and watching, with 
evident and ill-concealed uneasiness, coin after coin 



284 TABA: 

disappearing into the bag. "Why should my lord 
be angry if I spoke in Persian?" 

"Ho, ho, thou art frightened again — art thou? 
Well, perhaps thou couldst not help the Persian, as 
the letter had to be read ; but I understood it all the 
time, LaUa. Thou couldst not have cheated me — 
listen!" he continued in that language, speaking it 
with a broad Mahratta accent ; " what part of this 
sum dost thou expect for thy share — twenty-six, 
twenty- seven. There is yet much, Lalla. What 

. sayeth the poet Saadi ? Expectation No matter, 

1 forget the verses we used to learn at schooL How* 
much?" 

" Nay, Maharaj, I know not," returned the man in 
a bewildered manner. " My lord said half would be 
mine, and the Meerza told us there were more than 
ten thousand rupees." 

" Good, LaUa, thou patron of valiant men like 
me : but dost thou expect it ? Five thousand rupees ! 
dost thou think that such a sum wiU come to thee ? " 
and his hand passed to the hilt of his sword. 

" My lord ! noble prince ! I — I — I," stammered 
the now trembling wretch. "I — I — mean the 
promise to me. Nay, look not so, Maharaj," as 
he observed the robber's face distorted with sup- 
pressed rage, the veins of his forehead swelled, 
and white foam gathering about the comers of the 
mouth. " Nay, look not so angry! Behold, I kiss 
your feet : I am a very poor man, and a stranger ;" 
and he joined his hands in supplication as he rose 
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from his heels partly to a kneeling posture. "Would 
my lord ever have known of the value of those 
papers had I not told it ? Would they not have been 
thrown away, scattered to the winds, if my poor life 
had been taken at Itga?" 

" My promise ! — ^my promise to thee, son of a 
base mother! Didst thou not swear to me they 
would be worth thousands ? — ^lakhs ! "* cried the rob- 
ber, raising his voice and gesticulating violently, as 
he now took up the gold pieces by handfuls, and 
thrust them into the bag. " A lakh of rupees ! and 
here are only a few paltry coins, for which thou hast 
brought me fifty coss! What will Anunt Geer of 
Kullianee say to this poor instalment on his debt ? 
Thief ! get me the rest — ^the rest of the gold they have 
put aside for thee. Didst thou not promise a lakh ?'' 

He had now lashed himself into a fury, which had 
been his object evidently from the first; and he 
struck the Lalla with his clenched hand violently 
upon the head, so that he fell backwards, and lay 
apparently stunned ; but it was only fear. 

" He will kill him — not that he does not deserve 
death, the mean hound ! " said Fazil Khan, hurriedly 
to his companion. " When was Pahar Singh ever 
known to spare a victim? What is to be done, Bul- 
wunt? shall we attack them?" 

" Alas, Meah 1" returned the other, " what can 
be done ? — a sound, a word, and the man is dead. 
We cannot reach them ; and the door waa closed and 

♦ XaA;Ar-100,000. 
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barred when the others went. Ai Bhowanee ! ai Khun- 
d&ba ! ai Bhugwan ! * save him I Oh that I had 
brought my gun with me, or even a pistol, Meah ; 
but he dare not kill him ; he is only frightening him 
out of the money. Hush, and listen ! " 

" Eaise him, brother," continued Pahar Singh to 
his companion, laughing ; " we will soon see whether 
this fear is true or feigned; or is the coward soul 
reaUy gone out of his body?'' 

" Nay, Jemadar, but he breathes," said Maun Singh, 
raising the Lalla. " Speak, Toolsee Dgis ! art thou 
alive?" 

"My lords! my lords!" gasped the terrified 
wretch ; " what have I done ? what have I done ? 
why am I beaten ?" 

" My thousands, I tell thee ! " cried the robber 
hoarsely. "Where are the papers that were to bring me 
thousands ? Thou hast concealed them to seU to others. 

liar I liar, and base-bom coward, as thou art ! 

Enough, Maun Singh," he continued, in another lan- 
guage, which was not understood either by Fazil Khan 
or his companion, and which both often thought of 
afterwards ; "he must die ; the Goddess has sent him; 
he must die for her, lest he lead other men astray." 

" Ay, he is good Bunij,t Jemadar," returned the 
man cooUy. " Methinks this would have saved trou- 
ble long ago, and your worship's getting into a 
passion. We ate the goor this morning " 

* Hindu invocations to divinities. 

t Bunij — Thug slang for a person to be strangled. 
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" Surely, brother, but no blood. I would not soil 
my sword with carrion like him; and yours is a 
certain hand with the handkerchief.'* 

What words can describe the terror of the devoted 
wretch ? He could not speak or cry out. Of what 
use if he had? He knew the temple was far from 
men's abodes, and the wind moaned hoarsely in the 
trees above, as the branches swayed to and fro be- 
fore a brisk gale now rising with the clouds. He 
tried to swallow, but in vain. He sat paralysed, as it 
were, his eyes wandering vacantly from one to the 
other, whUe his lips were tightened into a ghastly 
simper of fear. Neither of the men spoke ; but Maun 
Singh was carelessly twisting a handkerchief into a 
peculiar form, and tying a knot at the end of it. 
" Thou wilt not feel it, LaUajee," he said jocularly, 
but in the strange tongue ; " my hand is sure, and I 
am the best Bhuttote* in AUund." 

What the Lalla understood or guessed it was im- 
possible to conceive; but Fazil felt assured that 
murder was to be done. " By Alia and his Prophet ! " 
he said to Bulwunt, " come what may of it, are we 
men to stand by tamely and see foul murder com- 
mitted before our eyes ? Were the wretch a hundred 
times more liar and coward, one good blow should be 
struck against that ruffian. Ho, Pahar Singh ! Maun 
Singh !" shouted the young Khan before he could be 
prevented by his companion. " Hold ! would ye do 
murder?" 

* Strangler. 
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" Hur, Hur, Mahadeo !'** cried his companion at the 
same moment, and both rushed to the place where, 
on the side they had been standing, the wall seemed 
the lowest ; but it was still too high to be reached 
without a scramble over rough stones, which delayed 
them longer than they had thought. The top once 
gained, they leaped into the enclosure with drawn 
weapons ; but aa they did so, Fazil saw one man on 
the top beyond, another climbing up, aided by his 
companion. For him and Bulwunt Eao to rush across 
the court was the act but of an instant ; yet they 
were too late: the Jogi — Pahar Singh — ^had escaped, 
and his companion was in the act of dropping 
down, when, aided by a bound, the well -aimed 
weapon of the young Khan reached him. Where or 
how Fazil Khan had wounded the robber he knew 
not ; but when he examined his bright blade, there 
was a broad stain upon it which could not be mis- 
taken. As he looked, hesitating whether he should 
leap down and follow, he could just distinguish two 
figures dimly, running at desperate speed through the 
trees across the plain, which were quickly lost in the 
gloom. 

Bulwunt Eao was at his side. " Another moment 
and we should have had both : the gods have pro- 
tected them; and it is of no use following, Meah," he 
said. 

" No, no, they are gone," returned Fazil ;" " it is 
useless to follow : better for us to see after that poor 
* An invocation of Mahadeo or Siva, a Mahratta war-ciy. 
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wretch yonder — ^the villains may have murdered him, 
after all ;*' and they hastened to him. 

The flickering blaze was still playing about the 
little fire, and served them with enough light to dis- 
tinguish the objects by it, disclosing, too, more of the 
apartment or verandah than they had yet seen ; and 
as both entered the place at the same moment, a cry 
of execration burst simultaneously from them. 

" The villains have been too sure ! While we 
scrambled among those stones they killed him. See, 
here is an ugly gash, Meah ! " said Bulwunt Eao. 

" That would not kill him," said Fazil, stooping to 
raise up the body — " and he is quite warm. I most 
fear this cloth about his neck; but look for some 
water. I would not have him die. So now — dash 

some in his face — his heart beats, too he lives, 

Bulwunt Eao!" 

" Praise to Narayen !* there is at least a chance for 
him," cried Bulwunt. " Awake — arise, Lalla ! and 
fear not," he continued to the wounded man ; " your 
enemies are gone, and you are with friends who can 
protect you. Here, drink some water. I am a Hindu 
who give it; and speak, man, with a small liver !" 

These cheering words, accompanied by a few gentle 
blows on his back, and a little water forced into his 
mouth, restored something like consciousness to the 
wretch. He opened his eyes and stared wildly about, 
and into the faces of those who stood over him: 
then he put his hand to his throat as if it hurt him. 
* Form of invocation. 

VOL. I. T 
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" Ay, I daresay/' continued Bulwnnt— " I daresay 
they hurt thee badly ; but fear not, Sree Swamee * 
has sent you friends ; drink, and it will do you good. 
Tut man, you need not be particular about caste ; here 
is my junwah,-f- and there is no need to ask further. 
That's weU — can you speak?" 

" Ye are not they," said the Lalla huskily and in 
a low tona "Friends how came ye here? Hai, 
Had! — alas, where is my gold? and where are the 
robbers who would have killed me? May their 
mothers be defiled ! " 

" Perish the gold, meanhearted," cried Fazil; " with 
thy soul hovering betwixt life and death, is thy first 
thought for thy gold?" 

"I worship thy feet, brave Gosai," returned the 
Lalla ; " but it was all I had, for which I had risked 
much. Hai, Hai ! it is all gone now, and I am in a 
strange place without a copper or a friend;" and he 
turned to the wall and sobbed bitterly. 

" It was a round sum to lose, certainly," said Bui- 
wunt ; " but thy life is safe, and thou hast only to 
steal again, Lallajee ! " 

" Better to have died — better to have died, sirs ! " 
cried the man distractedly. " When shall I see so 
much gold again ? Look, noble sirs, is all gone ? has 
he taken all ? " 

" It was here they counted it," said Fazil ; " look 

* Holy Lord — An appellation of the deity among Hindus, 
t Junwah — Bramhinical cord, used also by Rajpoots and some 
Mahrattas— an emblem of high-caste rank. 
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about — a piece or two may be found ; or they may 
have dropped some in their flight." 

Bulwimt blew a dry stick into a blaze, and looked 
around. He was fortunate — a few coins had escaped 
Pahar Singh, which he gave to the Lalla, who tied 
them up in his waistcloth. 

" Look for more — look yonder, kind sir ; and the 
blessings of a poor Khayet be on you both," returned 
the Lalla. " My eyes are dim : alas 1" he exclaimed, 
as he put his hand to the back of his neck and felt 
blood, — " I am killed — I am dying ! " 

"Peace, fool!" cried Fazil impatiently, "a child 
would have cut deeper: it has been a strange escape. ' 
Give me your scarf — I will tie up the wound." 

" And here is some more money for you, too, Lalla- 
jee," said Bulwunt, who had now returned, having 
picked up several gold pieces in the line which Pahar 
Singh had taken across the court. " There maybe more, 
and if you come to-morrow early, you may find them." 

"But now we cannot wait, Lalla," added Fazil; 
" there is no further fear of your life. The clouds 
are gathering fast, and there will be rain ; we will 
see you safe to a guard-room, and I will have you 
cared for in the morning ; or you can sleep here if 
you like." 

" Ah, leave me not, gentlemen ! I am poor and in 
great pain," replied the man. " My clothes and horse 
are a long way from hence : how shall I get to them ? 
Take me with you and I shall live, else he will find 
me out and kill me — that Pahar Singh." 
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Supporting the wounded man between them, the 
two friends imfastened the door of the courtyard 
and passed out. The glare and noise of the bazar 
seemed only at a short distance, and knowing that a 
strong guard was placed at night near the end near- 
est the city, they went to it aa directly as they could. 
A few questions were carelessly asked as to the cause 
of the wound, and as vaguely answered. A traveller 
found wounded, who had been robbed, was probably 
cause enough to acount for his condition. 

" We cannot delay, Lalla," said Bulwunt, in answer 
to his cries that one at least would stay with him. 
" We have far to go, and the night is passing fast. 
The clouds, too, are gathering, and the thunder is 
growling in the distance. Hark! there will be a 
storm. Come, Meah," he whispered, " we may miss 
him whom we seek. See that the man's wounds are 
dressed, Dufifadar,"* he continued aloud to the officer 
of the guard, " and let him sleep here." 

* Duffadar — A sub-ofl&cer ; commander of a dufFa or subdivision. 



CHAPTEK XXIII. 

As Fazil parted from the wounded man, the scenes 
of the night, the horrid truth regarding the treach- 
ery of his friend's father, the danger which threat- 
ened both, and indeed the whole family, caused him 
many an anxious thought His worst suspicions had 
only been too deeply verified, and even now there 
arose some struggle between duty and allegiance to 
his King, and affection for the Wuzeer's family, for 
the sake of his son. Bulwunt had again avoided 
the principal street, and they were once more in the 
open ground beyond the houses. Fazil walked on 
rapidly and silently ; but at length the oppression of 
his thoughts found vent in words. " Let him decide," 
he said aloud, in allusion to his father ; " wisdom 
abides with him ; and in a matter Uke this his advice 
is precious." 

" And what think you of all this, Meah?" asked 
his companion, for an instant slackening his pace; 
" what will the noble Khan Sahib say to it? — not in- 
deed that he and the Wuzeer are very intimate friends 
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either. I tell thee, were not my heart turning to that 
devil Tannajee Maloosray, I should be lost in wonder 
at the Wuzeer's folly." 

" Even so," said Fazil, sighing ; " a man in whom I 
would have placed confidence as in my own father — 
one who ought to be honoured and loved for his faith 
—is but a poor knave, after all, Bulwunt — ^not better 
than that miserable Lalla whom we have just left — a 
thing for men to spit upon. Alas for the world's 
honesty, brother ! A heap of gold, a few empty titles, 
the smile of a woman, — and power — ^which does but • 
make its possessor miserable when he has gained it — 
turns right to wrong, justice to oppression, virtue to 
vice, honesty to knavery, faith to treachery. We 
look for it in the highest, but it flies from us ; we seek 
it in the lowest, and turn from them but too often 
in despair. Should not one sigh at depravity like 
this, which finds no echo in one's own heart?" 

" True, Meah, and may it long be so with you," 
returned his companion; "but your experience of 
life is as yet small, and as it increases I fear you will 
search in vain for the purity which your own heart 
now pictures. Perhaps it may exist among women. 
Sree Swamee knows, and you may find it there. I have 
not, Meah ; but in the world abroad, when you have 
more to do with it, your sensitive spirit wiU become 
blunted by degrees, and, though a serious matter like 
this will trouble it, you will gradually learn to pass 
many a broad lie or rogue's trick which now vexes you, 
without notice beyond a passing curse or a hasty 
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blow. Patience, Meah Sahib! thou hast much to 
learn yet ; would it were good, and not evil !" 

*' Ah, would it were, Bulwunt Eao ! Your experi- 
ence is from the crooked ways and thoughts of your 
own people, of which men make proverbs ; but for a 
noble of the state to betray his salt in this base manner, 
makes me sick at heart. But this is no time, friend, 
to think of aught but the work we have to do ; and 
what more has to come of the night we know not 
Hark ! the thunder growls again, and the storm is 
coming up fast — ^we had as well run on to shelter; 
and what more may follow. Alia knows !" 

So saying, they hastened as rapidly as the rough 
ground and increased darkness would admit, Bul- 
wunt Eao guiding his young master through nar- 
row lanes and over deserted spaces, tUl they again 
emerged into the now nearly deserted bazar. It was 
just past midnight, for the trumpeter at the guard- 
house, taking up the signal from the fort gate, had 
blown a flourish, which was understood by the 
keepers of liquor-shops in the quarter. The booths 
were still open, as well as those of confectioners and 
bhung or opium sellers ; but the lights were being 
extinguished, and the groups which had been con- 
cealed within turned into the street. 

A wild company truly ! Some staggering in the 
last stage of idiotic drunkenness from opium, others 
tossing their arms wildly in the air, whUe their 
obscene and fearful curses and imprecations, mingled 
with the low muttering of the thunder which hardly 
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ceased, and seemed to grow nearer every moment. 
Many forms lay prostrate in the street — some sleep- 
ing off the fumes of diink, or groaning in helpless 
intoxication ; and they were often beset by women, 
whose loosened hair and disordered garments, and 
the wild leer of their glistening eyes, bespoke their 
depraved condition. But casting those who were 
most importunate violently aside, they at length 
gained the temple, which was close to the drinking- 
shop we have before mentioned, and paused for a 
moment near the gate which was now shut, while 
all was silent within. 

"Let me look over thee, Meah," said his com- 
panion, "as we have a little light, and are free 
from those drunken wretches. Dost thou know, 
Meah, I have been like them sometimes, I fear ; but 
this sight sickens and sobers me." 

*' God grant it, friend, it is the only thing I have 
ever feared in you," he replied warmly. 

"Yes, it will do," continued Bulwunt; "the dis- 
guise is complete. So — the chin scarf a little more 
over the end of the nose : there — no one would ever 
suspect you. Now, I have a plan in my head, which 
thou wilt say could only come of a Mahratta's brain 
— crooked and wilful. It is this : I think, from bazar 
gossip, that Tannajee and Pahar Singh are one, and 
that they have met at Tooljapoor at the temple, or at 
that old villain Bussunt Geer's, at whose Mutt Tanna- 
jee*s people put up, or that they have corresponded with 
each other through him. It is not very long since 
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I was there — about two months ago, Meah. They 
were very busy — so much so that the old fox would 
hardly let me stay ; but I was certain there was some- 
thing going on ; and now I have seen Pahar Singh, I am 
sure he came one day and held counsel with the old 
Gosai. Now, if Tannajee has not been there — aa 
I will find out, if possible — ^I can personate Poorun 
Geer, the disciple of Bussunt Geer, and we may find 
out more of this plot. But be thou silent — a vow 
of silence for a year. I dread thy courtly speech 
breaking out even of our rough Mahratta tongue, or 
a Mussulmani oath. Trust to me, Meah ; I will not 
fail thee if we meet this fellow !" 

" I would we had brought the guard with us, Bul- 
wimt,'' said Fazil. 

"Guard!" said his companion, laughing. "Look, 
there are his sentinels. That fellow," pointing to a 
figure seated at a little distance on the ground, muf- 
fled in a black blanket, and hardly to be distin- 
guished from an animal or a stone, " is one. I saw 
him shift his position so as to watch us ; and I see 
three others in different directions, Meah ; one will 
cough, or sneeze, or make some signal when we move 
— and there is old Rama in the doorway, listening. 
Guard, Meah ! no, no ; we may kill Tannajee if we 
are lucky, but were a guard to approach, he would 
be off into the deserted ground at the back, and 
who could find him? Now, come; and may the 
gods protect us!" 

It was but a few steps. As they moved past, a 
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low cough proceeded from the sitting figure on the 
watch, and a light streamed from the doorway as the 
publican, Eama, moved in. 

"Did you see that?" whispered Bulwunt — "is it 
not as I told you ? Keep your sword ready, Meah ; 
but be not hasty, whatever you may see or hear." 

So saying, they stepped into the vestibule of the 
shop — an open space, around which were benches 
of raised earth or brick, neatly plastered over. A 
counter with some brass measures and a large copper 
vase, brightly polished, containing spirit, stood at one 
side, and a lamp burned in a niche. 

Bulwunt took one of the brass drinking-cups and 
rattled it against another as a signal ; for, as he sup- 
posed, the owner of the place had gone to an inside 
apartment. As he came forth, Bulwunt accosted 
him, and requested two hookas to be filled — one 
with tobacco, the other with ganjah, and was advanc- 
ing to the inner apartment when the man stopped 
him. 

" There are no hookas to be had here to-night ; it 
is past the hour, Babajee," he said, " and I am out 
of ganjah till to-morrow. Nor can you go in there, 
for the place is engaged ; and they who are within 
will not brook being disturbed.'' 

"Ha ! then there is play going on, Eama; and that 
is what we came for — a new hand is always welcome. 
Go and tell them there are two gentlemen without 
who would join." 
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" Play ? No, truly," cried the man — " they have 
other work to do. But go your way, both of ye, for 
I cannot admit either of you at this time of night, and 
have no hookas for you to smoke. Begone ; there are 
plenty of mudud khanas in the street besides mine, 
where you can get all you want. Begone, ere the rain 
increases." 

" Nay, be not inhospitable, good fellow," returned 
Bulwunt, soothingly ; " and here is a trifle for thee — 
even for shelter. Hark to the thunder !" And as he 
spoke, another blinding flash of lightning illumined 
the interior of the shop, while a crashing peal of 
thunder followed hard upon it. "We shall have 
more of that, Eama ; and as to stirring out in the 
rain," — for it had come plashing down with the thun- 
der — "whose dog am I that I should go out in it — 
I or my brother either ? Is this a night to turn two 
votaries of Sree Mahadeo into the streets — strangers, 
too, who know no other place of shelter ? And were 
we not told to come to Kama's shop near the Tem- 
ple?" he added to Fazil; who, sitting down, nodded 
assent, and followed his example. 

" There is a Gosai's Mutt hard by, round the 
comer,'' returned the man doggedly, "and a temple 
of Bhowani away yonder, in the plain at the back, 
among the tamarind trees. You will find your bre- 
thren in one, and shelter and water in the other, if ye 
need them. Begone, and trouble me no more. Get 
up ; why sit ye there unbidden? Get up !" 
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" Get up and go to a mutt, indeed I" retorted Bul- 
wunt, who did not move, but, on the contrary, settled 
himseK more determinedly and doggedly upon a seat. 
"Not I— in this rain! How, brother?" he added 
to Fazil, " shall we attempt to enter the mutt at night 
through barred doors ? — be taken for thieves, and be 
fired upon for our pains, perhaps?" Fazil shook his 
head. *' No : we were told to come here to Rama's 
— is thy name Rama, friend ? — and here we are." 

" Who told ye to come here ?" asked the Kullal. 

" It concerns thee not, good man," replied Bulwunt, 
"imless they call you Rama." 

" That is my name ; and what is your business with 
me?" he returned sulkily. 

"That you will know by-and-by," replied Bul- 
wunt. " Meanwhile, as to the mutt and the temple, 
who knows whether there is either the one or the 
other; and who can go to look in this storm? Where- 
fore, worthy sir," he continued to the keeper of the 
place, " we are very comfortable, and intend to remain. 
We are not beasts to be turned out in rain like this. 
So, kindly bring the hookas, and when we have 
smoked we will rest after our long travel to-day. 
As to those here before us, we are not likely to 
molest them; and if they do not let us alone, we 
have weapons, and can defend ourselves. Therefore, 
be reasonable." Bulwunt spoke loudly, that he 
might be heard by the men within. 

"What noise is that?" suddenly asked a strange 
voice from behind a partition close to which they 
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were sitting. " Did I not tell thee, Rama, to admit 
no one?" 

" May I be your sacrifice, Eao Sahib," returned the 
Kullal,* joining his hands together, and advancing to 
the door of the room, " your slave desired these two 
Gosais to depart civilly, but they will not move ; they 
say they were told to come here, and ask for hookas. 
When I told them to be gone, one fellow talked 
about his weapons, and I believe they are drunk." 

" About weapons, did he, Eama? and who art thou, 
mad youth, who venturest here into the privacy of 
gentlemen ? " said a tall man, who now advanced from 
behind the partition with a sword in his left hand, 
while, observing that Bulwunt Eao and Fazil were 
armed, his right hand passed to his sword-hilt, and 
rested there, with a determined action. 

How the stern tones of his voice thrilled to the 
heart of Bulwunt Eao, as he listened to them after 
an interval of many years. When he last heard them 
he was a mere youth. Shrieks of women were ring- 
ing in his ears, and his enemy's fierce commands to 
kill and spare none — hurried shouts, and the clash 
of steel. As he stood, the past recurred to Bulwunt 
Eao so vividly that, though years had intervened, it 
seemed only as if that night had gone, and morning 
had succeeded. There could be no doubt he was in 
Maloosray's presence. The same grave, determined 
manner — the same large black eye — as the proverb 
about him said, "Gentle as a fawn's, or fierce as a tiger's 
* ift^toZ— publican. 
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— ^the same deep-toned voice. Time had hardly tinged 
his whiskers and mustaches with grey, but his face 
was weatherbeaten and seared, as it were, by the 
sun, and his large bony frame more developed, than 
when they had last met — ^the boy and the cruel fieiy 
youth. The light from a rude lamp in a niche of the 
wall threw a strong glare upon his face, which he 
did not seek to evade ; while the features of Bulwunt 
Eao and his companion were in a great measure con- 
cealed by the shadow thrown upon them in the 
comer where they sat. 

" A poor Gosai," answered Bulwunt in the Mah- 
ratta tongue, but in a tone as haughty as that in 
which he had been addressed, " who, with his brother, 
has sought shelter here and refreshment. Why 
shouldst thou interfere ? " 

" Ha ! a proud speech, young sir ; and your compa- 
nion, why does he not answer?" returned Maloosray. 

" He has a vow of silence for a year, made at the 
shrine of our Mother of Tooljapoor," returned Bul- 
wunt, doggedly. 

" Enough," cried Maloosray, " begone in her name ! 
There is a temple of hers a gunshot from hence ; be- 
gone to it." 

" We must know who it is that has the power to 
send us hence ere we stir foot to depart," retorted 
Bulwunt, rising, and raising his really fine figure to 
its full height ; and as Fazil Khan followed his ex- 
ample, both were ready to meet any sudden assault. 
" Who dares, I say, send us out in such rain ? Are 
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we men or dogs, to be put out with insult from a 
public place in such weather ? " 

Tannajee's sword was drawn in an instant, and 
flashed brightly in the flickering glare of the lamp. 
The others were as rapidly unsheathed; but both 
parties stood on the defensive, — ^neither struck. 

" For the love of Mahadeo, for the love of Bhow- 
ani, by your fathers' heads ! no blood-shedding here, 
good sirs!" cried the keeper of the house imploringly, 
passing, between them, and stretching out his hands 
deprecatingly to each in turn. " I shall be ruined ! 
fined! — they will hang me! Hold! there will be 
blood shed. Help ! help ! " he shrieked in a frantic 
manner, seeing Tannajee advance a step. 

Hearing his cries and the altercation, two men 
rushed from the inner apartment with drawn weapons, 
and would have attacked the others at once, but Tan- 
najee withheld them. 

"Peace !" he cried; " put down yourweapons, friends. 
Peace, bold youth ! " he conttoued to Bulwunt Eao ; 
" you have run a fearful risk unmoved, which you do 
not know of. Who are you ? " he asked rapidly. 

" A Gosai : I have said it already," replied the other. 

" A disciple of what teacher V 

" How are you to know even if I tell it truly, who 
my Gooroo is ? " returned Bulwunt. " Is Busunt Geer 
of Tooljapoor known to you V 

" Ha ! Busunt Geer of Tooljapoor? but his ch^lah* 
is Poorun Geer, not thou V 

* Disciple. 
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" Maharaj, it is true ; but I am the younger. 
Poorun Geer stays with the Gooroo." 

" And your name ?'* 

"As-Geer." 

" When were you made a ch^lah?" 

" About a year ago ; and I was at Bhaga N" ugger 
and Golconda till lately ; in the house thera" 

"And what has brought you here?" 

"I do not answer questions except upon the 
Gooroo's business," replied Bulwunt haughtily. 

"Good, thou art discreet, Babajee! And thy 
companion ? " 

" He is a novitiate under a vow of silence for a 
year." 

" Good. Let there be peace between us for a while, 
till I prove thee true or false." 

Bulwunt was about to make a passionate reply, 
when the imploring look of Fazil met his eye. It 
seemed to say, Go on with this deception; and, 
after a moment's thought, Bulwunt Rao determined 
to do so, and to refrain from violence so long as it 
suited his purpose. Eeady himseK to strike if need- 
ful, he might be able to throw Tannajee off his guard. 

" Listen," continued Tannajee ; " by one question I 
shall know if thou art true or false. If true, well for 
thee, Baba ; if false, by the holy ' Mata T hadst thou 
ten men's lives, and ten others to back thee, thou 
shouldst die like a dog." 

" That is easier to say than to do," returned Bul- 
wunt, in a contemptuous tone. " I have seen enough 
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of bullies at Bhaga Nugger to fear big words. But 
speak ; if I can answer your question, well ; if 
not, what is in my hand may reply to anything 
further." 

Maloosray laughed aloud — a short bitter laugh, 
very grating to hear. " How much ganja hast thou 
smoked, Baba?" he asked with a sneer ; "but stay, 
this is folly. If thou art Poorun Greer's chdlah, thou 
knowest Pahar Singh?" 

" What Pahar Singh ?— him of Itga V 

" The same ; we call him of AUund." 

"TheHazaree?" 

" Ay — Hazaree, robber, Gosai, murderer, if thou 
wilt. If he is known to thee, why ask? By Khun- 
doba! I distrust this fellow," he added to the two 
others, who closed up to him ; " why did he ask ? " 

"I know him," said Bulwunt doggedly; "he is 
here." 

"Where?" 

" He was in the temple of Bhowani behind there, 
less than half an hour ago, for I spoke to him." 

"Thou? why?" 

" I had a message from the Gooroo for him." 

" And where is he now ?" 

" Nay, how should I know ? I saw him there 
with one Maim Singh, and another, whom I knew 
not." 

" Strange that he should not have come," continued 
Maloosray, after a pause. "Art thou sure of the 
man ? " 

VOL. I. u 
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"As sure as that " Bulwunt had nearly 

spoken his adversary's name, but a twitch from 
FazU checked him. " As sure as that I see thee, O 
Maharaj." 

"And who am I?" 

" Nay, I know not, nor care. My message was to 
Pahar Singh, and it was delivered. I was told to 
come here to meet some others ; ye may be they. 
Pahar Singh may be yet at the temple," observed 
Bulwunt, who trusted to his ingenuity to get rid of 
one of the men. " Why not send for him V* 

"A good thought," said Maloosray ; "go at once, 
Abajee," he observed to the smaller of the two men. 
" Here is my blanket — ^the rain will not signify, and 
take one of the men with you." 

"And bring Pahar Singh here, Maharaj?" asked 
the man, sheathing his sword, and turning to look 
for his shoes, which were near a door they had not 
observed. 

"Yes. TeU him I am here with Busunt Geer's 
chflah, and that there is no fear. If he be gone, come 
away ; we will await you." 

As Maloosray turned slightly to speak the last 
words, a look of intelligence passed between Fazil 
and Bulwunt ; but though the odds against them 
had been withdrawn, Maloosray's suspicions had 
apparently not relaxed in the least, for he stood, his 
weapon ready for action, and his shield advanced 
before his body, so that Bulwunt had as yet no op- 
portunity to strike as he desired. His account of 
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himself was plausible enough, but it did not ap- 
parently satisfy the wily Mahratta. 

"And Pahar Singh was there, Baba?"he asked; 
" know you for certain ? What message had you to 
him?" 

"Nay, it was easy enough, Maharaj," returned 
Bulwunt ; " all he told me was, to meet Pahar Singh 
at the temple of Bhowani, near the Kullal's quarter, 
this night, and afterwards to come to Eama's shop 
near the temple, where I should find some Mahrattas 
who would give me a message. I have reached 
Beejapoor in four days, and must return to-morrow. 
If you are the person I was to meet here, teU me 
what I am to say, and I will go ; for we need a lodg- 
ing for the night, and our horses are in the city." 

" Where ?" asked Maloosray. 

"At the Taj Bowree;* but I shall be away by 
early dawn." 

" But the fort gate will be shut, Baba." 

" I have a friend at the wicket who will let us in. 
Do not fear for that Maharaj !" replied Bulwunt cour 
fidently. 

Maloosray thought for a moment. "It must be 
true," he added. " Now, Baba, listen ; if I trust thee, 
couldst thou help the cause Busunt Geer has at 
heart?" 

"I wiU be faithful to him; is he not my Goo- 
roo?" 

* The Royal well, which is surronnded by cloisters and rooms, 
where travellers still put up. 
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" And thy companion ? " 

" Surely, as myseli We are one/' 

" Then listen/' said Maloosray, for once thrown off 
his guard, and now leaning upon his sword "I 
believe this tale could not have been invented, for no 
one knows, but the Gooroo, why Pahar Singh would 
venture to Beejapoor, and what need he had to bring 
me here ? I do not care to see Pahar Singh, who is a 
stupid ruffian ; but if thou wilt deliver my message 
to Busunt Geer in four days, it may save trouble to 
many people, and help what we have in hand. Tell 
him if he can get the Lalla's papers, to keep them ; 
if Pahar Singh has them, to make him keep them till 
Khan Mahomed can redeem them. They will be 
worth thousands — ^lakhs, perhaps, if they are what I 
think. Tell the Gooroo that Sivaji Bh6slay will not 
be unmindful of his care in this matter; say also 
that Pahar Singh has disappointed me, and it is 
better the message went through thee; for who 
can trust one who has a double face, and who is 
with the King to-day, Sivaji the next, Alumgeer the 
day after — fickle and covetous, looking only after 
gold. Yet, if he please to meet me, he knows 
the place and the time. Hast thou comprehended 
all this?" 

" Fully ; but thy name ? Thou may'st be an im- 
postor. Whom shall I tell him I met at this place, 
and whose message am I to believe ? " 

" He did not tell thee ? He was afraid, perhaps, 
my name should be heard in Beejapoor; but I laugh 
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at such precautions. Say that the servant of Sivaji 
Bh6slay — one Tannajee Maloosray — bids thee say 
what I have told thee " 

"Tannajee " 

"Ay! Tannajee Maloosray. If thou art from 
Poona thou mayst chance to have heard of it." 

" Maloosray of Eohela ? " 

" The same ; there is no other Tannajee Maloosray 
living " 

" And I, villain and murderer ! am Bulwunt Eao of 
Sewnee," he shouted, no longer able to control him- 
self, and assaulting his hereditary enemy with all his 
force. " Upon them, Meah, in the name of the King ! 
Hur, hur ! Mahadeo ! " 

It was well for Maloosray that the point of Bul- 
wunt's sword caught a projecting rafter of the low 
roof as it descended, else he had never spoken more. 
Nevertheless 'it reached him; and though a steel 
chain had been woven into his turban, which pre- 
vented a severe wound, the force of the blow some- 
what stunned him; and so fierce and unexpected was 
the assault, that for an instant his habitual presence 
of mind failed him. But for an instant only. Ere 
Bulwunt could repeat the blow, Maloosray had leaped 
aside, and began to press his impetuous adversary 
very closely. FazU, in his turn, had attacked the 
companion of Maloosray, and found him a wary 
swordsman; and the place, confined as it was, afforded 
no room for rapid movement; while the light was dim 
and treacherous. Blows were, however, rapidly ex- 



810 . TARA: 

changed. The quarrel could not continue long : for 
the shouts and cries of the keeper of the house, 
and of several of Maloosray's scouts, who were un- 
armed, aroused the guard, who rushed to the spot 
with loud exclamations and drawn weapons. 

Tannajee felt in an instant that he had no chance 
if they entered, and he knew that if taken, his execu- 
tion would be immediate and certain. Just, there- 
fore, as the dark figure of the foremost of the guard 
was entering the shop behind Bulwunt, and by whose 
rapid tread -and shouts he was somewhat thrown off 
his guard, Tannajee gathered himself up for a despe- 
rate blow, and delivered it with an abusive impreca- 
tion. " Once I failed," he said — *'not now ! " As he 
spoke, the heavy weapon descended with all his great 
strength ; Bulwunt tried to stop it, but it caught the 
edge, not the face of the shield, and, though he par- 
tially succeeded or he had never breathed more, 
glancing from the hard and polished edge of the 
shield, it lighted upon Bulwunt's bare neck and 
shoulder, cutting down to the bone in a ghastly 
manner. 

Maloosray saw with exultation that the blood 
poured forth in a torrent, and, as Bulwunt staggered 
and fell back, he called to his companion to follow 
him, and both darted through the back apartments 
into a court leading into a narrow street beyond, 
and as they passed they closed both the doors behind 
them. 
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" Follow me ! — a thousand rupees for Tannajee 
Maloosray's head ! " cried Fazil to the guard ; and 
though they pursued him for a short distance, all 
chance of capturing him was hopeless in that murky 
darkness and heavy rain. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

It was no fear of Maloosray oi^lack of enterprise 
that caused the young Khan to desist from his pur- 
suit; but finding that his retainer had not followed 
him, nor, indeed, any of the guard — ^the fear that Bul- 
wimt might have been wounded occurred to him, or 
that he had been apprehended and detained. It was 
hopeless also to trace Maloosray, or to ascertain which 
way he and his companion had proceeded, as they 
issued from the door of the courtyard into the lane 
behind. Turning back then, after he had run a few 
paces, by the way he had come, and directed by the 
clamour inside the house, he passed rapidly through 
the yard, and entered the room where the quarrel 
had taken place; this he found filled with armed 
men, with several torch-bearers standing around what 
appeared to be the dead body of his friend. 

Fazil had observed Maloosray's violent attack upon 
him, and that Bulwunt retreated a step or two to 
avoid it ; whUe at the same time he had advanced 
towards his own antagonist. The consequences of 
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that blow, therefore, were not immediately seen by. 
him. Now inexpressibly shocked and grieved by 
the result, Fazil heeded no one; but pressing his 
way through those assembled, somewhat roughly, he 
threw himself on his knees beside Bulwunt, who was 
quite insensible, and, laying aside his sword, strove 
to raise him up. He saw indeed with great grief 
that Bulwunt had received a very severe wound ; and 
the pool of blood flowing from the cut, which had 
not been stanched, and his apparently lifeless con- 
dition, caused the most lively alarm. 

" Will no one help me ? " cried Fazil, looking 
round, while vainly endeavouring to stanch the 
blood which occasionally welled from the gaping 
woimd, as Bulwimt breathed heavily. '' For the love 
of God and the Apostle lend me thy waistband, 
good sir!" he continued, addressing a respectable- 
looking man who had accompanied the soldiers, and 
who was, in fact, the petty officer over them; "or 
bid some one loose my waist-cloth, else he will 
perish. Alas, my true friend and brother ! " 

" And who are you, " returned the man contemp- 
tuously, " who, in the dress of a Kafir * Gosai, dares 
to take the name of the holy Apostle ? — on whom be 
peace ! — a thief or murderer, I warrant. How say 
you, brother ? He may have done this himself, and 
now mingles with us to pretend grief and avoid sus- 

* ^a/?r— Unbeliever, applied by Mahomedans to all who do not 
believe in Mahomed. 
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-^ " Speak," cried several of the men, shaking him 
■-» u Jely ; " don't you hear what Iiis worship says to 
-^you? Speak!" 

" It is useless for me now to say who I am," re- 
plied Fazil, looking round. " Enough that I am one 
i}{ your own faith, as ye wiU know wlien the mom- 
iug bi-eaks ; — one who may be able to punish you for 
rough uncivil usage, or rewaixl you if that poor feUow 
is speedily aided I care little what happens to my- 
self ; but if ye know of a physician near, or a skil- 
ful barber, I pray, good sir," he continued, addressing 
himself to the officer, " send for liim, that a valuable 
life may be saved." 

This speech was received with a shout of derision 
by most of the party ; but their leader was not un- 
observant, and he saw at once, by the manner and 
speech of Fazil, that he was no common person; 
certainly not, what his attire proclaimed him to be, 
a Gosai. There was a chance that he might be some 
one of rank in disguise. The keeper of the house had 
declared him to be the man who had struck down 
the unfortunate Bulwunt ; but, again, the considera- 
tion of his return to the spot, and his sincere grief 
at the poor fellow's wound, went far to assure the 
officer that his prisoner had not done the deed, and 
that whoever did it had escaped. Tliese thoughts 
rapidly occurring, caused the Duflfadar to doubt whe- 
ther rigour were needfuL " Art thou a Gosai ? " he 
asked again. " Answer truly 1 " 

" There is no God but God, and Mahomed is the 
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Prophet of God," exclaimed Fazil, repeating the creed, 
and, as rapidly as possible, in Arabic, the first part of 
the midnight prayer. " No, good sir, I am no Gk)sai, but 
a humble disciple of the Prophet, on whom be peace ! " 

" Toba, Toba ! * now shame on me that I should 
have put a Moosulman to disgrace," exclaimed the 
Duflfadar. " Loose him, friends — ^we will see to this; 
and run one of ye to the respectable Meer Hoosein, 
who lives in the alley yonder, and is a sldlful doctor ; 
and, if I mistake not, there is a clever barber, one 
Nunda, who lives near him, and who is accustomed 
to matters of this kind. Bid him bring his needles 
to sow up the wound. And, hark ye, no excuses 
from either about the rain and lateness of the night ; 
this is the King's business, and a matter of life and 
death." 

Then turning to Bulwunt, who had been raised up 
while FazU's arms were being unbound, and who 
appeared sensible, he spoke cheerfully to him, bid- 
ding him not to be afraid, for he would be well 
treated. 

" Water !" gasped the poor fellow, looking dreamily 
about him and pointing to his mouth — " Water !" 

" Here is a vessel fuU," cried a bearded soldier, 
advancing ; " drink, friend." 

" Hold," said Fazil, " he is a Hindu ; he will not 
take it from you. Where is the Kullal? Let him 
get some." 

" Here, great sir," said the man, advancing with a 

* ToborShame. 
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brass vessel full. " Who is he ? May he take water 
from me?" 

" He is a Mahratta/' replied FaziL 

" Then there is no fear," added the Kullal, and he 
knelt down and poured a little into Bulwunt's mouth, 
who drank it eagerly, and, laying hold of the vessel 
itself, took a long draught, which seemed to revive 
him ; while the Kullal, untying the scarf about his 
chin, wetted it with water and applied it to the 
wound; and, removing his turban, also wetted his 
head. 

This treatment soon revived Bulwunt, who now 
sat up and passed his hand dreamily over his eyes, 
but did not speak. 

" He seems recovering," said the Duflfadar to Fazil, 
who had been pulled to one side and was held by 
two men, though his arms were untied. " So far 
thou art fortunate, young sir ; but, in the name of 
the saints, why didst thou strike him down ? Was 
this well? 'Twas but yesterday that the K6twal 
swore on the Koran that he would have the right 
arm of the first brawler who should do murder : pity 
such fate should befall thee, young as thou art ! Are 
there not enough of the Shah's enemies abroad to 
try thy weapons upon, without mixing in midnight 
brawls? But speak to thy friend, if friend he is. It 
may have been a hasty blow, deeply r^retted." 

" Sir, you are under some extraordinary mistake," 
said Fazil, who had several times tried to interrupt 
the speaker. " I am not the man who did this. Ho ! 
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Bulwunt, Bulwunt!" he continued, "speak if you 
can, and fear not I am here, and these are friends." 

" Meah," said the poor fellow very faintly, " I am 
badly hurt. I may die, Ai Narayun ! Ai BhugwS.n ! 
— ^Water, Meah ! I am faint and sick," — and he fell 
back almost insensible. 

" Loose my arms, good sir," cried FazU impatiently ; 
" I am no thief to run away. If there be a Hindu 
among you, give him some water. I may not do so." 

" Let him go," said the Dufifadar to the men, " there 
is some mistake here, I think, and no enmity between 
them ; and do thou, Jewun Singh, fetch a vessel of 
water— he will drink from thy hand freely." 

Fazil's first act on being released was to examine 
the wound, which was severe, and required care. The 
sabre of Maloosray had cut deep into the neck, 
close to the shoulder, and the loss of blood had been 
very great. A little higher up and the wound must 
have been instantly fatal To wring out the scarf 
which the Kullal had placed upon it, and replace it 
wetted, was Fazil's first care, and in this the DuflTadar 
and some of the men now lent a wiUins: hand. Fresh 

y 

cool water was also brought by the man who had 
been sent for it, and Bulwunt Eao, having again drunk 
freely, sat up supported by his young lord. 

" Ask him now, Dufifadar Sahib," said Fazil, " whe- 
ther it was I who wounded him, and, on his reply, 
give me liberty or not as seems good to you. Speak, 
Bulwunt Eao, did I hurt you ? " 

" Now may his tongue rot who says so," replied 
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the wounded man, looking wildly about him. " But 
thou art safe, Meah ! — and did they escape ? " 

" Who ? " asked the Duffadar sharply. 

" Tannajee Maloosray, the friend of Sivaji Bh6slay," 
returned Bulwunt. " People know of him, perhaps !" 

" Tannajee Maloosray ? Thou art dreaming, friend," 
said the Duflfadar with an incredulous smile. " Tan- 
najee dared no more enter Beejapoor than — than " 

" Than you, good sir, dare go to him, I suppose," 
said Fazil, ending the sentence. "Nevertheless he 
was here, and but for a mischance would have been 
lying dead there." 

" Tannajee here !" mused the Duflfadar; " this must, 
then, be some deep plot, and the city is full of plots. 
Sir," he said to the young Khan, "the mention of 
that name, and all the events we have seen, cause 
many suspicions in my mind which I am not com- 
petent to dispose of; therefore, whoever thou art, 
release is impossible till the morning, when I must 
give an account of all matters to the K6twal, who 
has cautioned the guards to be watchful against 
Mahratta parties and Mogul emissaries." 

"Willingly," replied FaziL "I could not leave 
him now, nor tiU his wound is dressed. As for my- 
self, I am Fazil, the son of Afzool Khan, though I 
may not tell why I am disguised as an infidel, and 
why found in this place ; suflBce it to say it was in 
the King's service." 

" Now may I receive my lord's pardon," cried the 
old man, presenting humbly the hilt of his sword as 
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an oflfering. " Why did he not tell me sooner, and 
this offence and presumption would have been spared ? 
Who among us does not know the valiant Afzool 
Khan, and have not aU heard of his son Fazil Khan, 
the pillar of the state ? " he added to the men, who fell 
back saluting the young man with mingled curiosity 
and respect. 

" Give me some water," said FaziL " This dress 
and appearance are against me, Duffadar," he con- 
tinued, laughing; "and if I had told who I was 
when ye seized me first, my arms might even have 
been bound a screw tighter perhaps. It does not 
signify now, for you only did your duty, as I can 
bear witness. Ah, the water is come — pour it over 
my hands, good fellow, and after the paint has dis- 
appeared, some of ye may know me." 

" I know you, my lord," said a youth who pressed 
forward as Fazil turned again to the light from the 
door where he had been washing his face. "Yes, 
father," he continued to the Duffadar, " this is truly 
the brave young Khan — no doubt of that ; " and he 
stepped forward and touched FazU's feet. 

" Too dangerous, too dangerous," said the Duflfadar, 
" for one like him. Yes, thou art right, Ashruf — now 
I know the face too ; but the disguise was perfect ; 
who could have guessed it? Too dangerous: and 
thou the only son of the noble Khan ! Ah, sir, had 
any evil befallen thee " 

" No matter if I had died," cried Fazil, " it would 
have been in the Shah's service ; but here are the 
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physician and barber, and my friend's wound must 
be dressed ; and do one of ye see for that KullaJ, 
who knows more of Tannajee than any one elsa 
Where is he?" 

While some of the men went to search for the 
KuUal, the barber, having trimmed the lamp and 
increased the light by several wicks, unfastened a 
leathern case containing razors and other instru- 
ments, and selecting two crooked needles fitted with 
waxed silk thread, put them aside, while he washed 
the wound clean in a careful and confident manner. 
A few stitches brought the lips of the cut together, 
after which it was bound up with fresh leaves of the 
neem tree, which cooled the wound and refreshed 
the patient. 

All this having been effected, Bulwimt Eao was 
carefully raised up and borne by several of the men 
to the chowree, or guard-room, which was hard by, 
but at the opposite side of the quarter to that in 
which the LaUa had been lodged. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Whilb search was being made for the Kullal, Pazil's 
thoughts reverted painfully to his fether and sister. 
He could not leave Bulwunt without exposing himself 
to further suspicion ; but he might at least send news 
of his safety, and his application to the DulFadar for 
a messenger was promptly acceded to. 

" Surely, Khan," was the prompt reply, " I could 
hardly refuse your going yourself, if you asked ; but 
it is better you stayed. Men's tongues are bad, and 
I am only a humble man. Verily I will send my 
own son Ashruf, and he wiU do the errand carefully. 
He is gone— that is, my son Ashruf — ^my lord, to see 
the barber home, and wiU be here directly. A brave 
youth, Khan, and with a large heart. Does my 
lord remember the Friday's fight with the Moguls in 
the plain by Allapoor ? Well, in that my boy did good 
service, and in killing one of the enemy got a sharp 
cut himself over the arm, but he did not care for it ; 
and was he not fighting on the strength of the King's 
salt?" 

" Indeed I remember it well, Duffadar," returned 
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Fazil, " for I was beaten down, and wellnigh killed 
myself, when this poor friend of mine here rescued 
me. How, Bulwunt ! was it not that day ? " 

" Ay, Meah, that very day," he said faintly ; " the 
last battle Bulwunt Eao will ever see in thy service. 
I am very faint, Meah. These films before my eyes 
seem to precede death. I pray thee leave me not 
here." 

"Nay, fear not," replied Fazil; "the barber said 
there was no danger of life. Be of good heart, 
Bulwunt — no bones are cut; and though there is 
much weakness from loss of blood, you will soon 
be well. Get to sleep; we shall not leave before 
dayhght." 

" I do not fear, Meah. Death has no pain or regret 
for me. My only wish was to die in the service of 
your house. I am the last of my race, and have no 
one to mourn for me like thee, Meah ! I would live 
for thee if it be the will of God ; and but for this, 
death would be welcome." 

" Peace ! do not speak, friend," returned Fazil; " go 
to sleep, and thou wilt be strong ere morning. Does 
not the barber, I tell thee, say there is no danger ? so 
be comforted." 

"None perhaps of life, Meah; but this arm, 
which was all I had to live for, it will never hold 
sword more, Meah — never, never!" and he sobbed 
like a child. 

" Fear not," cried the DufiTadar cheerily ; " I have 
worse wounds on me than that, Eao Sahib, and yet 
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my arm can strike a blow for the Shah ; so be com- 
forted, and get to sleep." 

Bulwunt sighed. " If I had only slain him/' he 
said, " and revenged the dead, then I could have died ; 
or if this arm had gone for that, its best service in life 
would have been done, I shall never have such a 
chance again, Meah. But the gods have need of him, 
and he has the protection of Dfevi. He and Sivaji 
Bh6slay both have it, as ye will see hereafter, Meah. 
Who can resist them 1 " 

" This is the youth of whom I spake. Khan Sahib," 
said the Duffadar ; " a brave boy — a brave boy he 
always was." 

And truly there was much in the appearance 
of the youth to corroborate this. An open, dare- 
devil, good-humoured countenance, with bright merry 
eyes, which, as he spoke, seemed to close up till two 
bright sparks only were visible ; and a wide bow- 
shaped mouth, about which fun, and perhaps some 
mischief, played in perpetual smiles, conveyed an 
impression of recklessness of danger, as a lithe rapi- 
dity of movement did of extreme activity of body, 
and perhaps endurance. 

" A brave youth, doubtless, Dufifadar Sahib," said 
Fazil ; " his eye speaks for him ; a boy to be proud of. 
How sayst thou, lad ? Wilt thou do an errand for the 
son of Afzool Khan ? " 

" Ay will I," replied the boy promptly, while he 
presented his sword-hilt to the young Khan, as his 
father had done ; " and gladly too ; and if my lord 
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will pardon me for saying it, I have long known hirfi. 
Who does not know the brave son of a brave father ? 
Ah, Meah Sahib ! if I had only been on a horse when 
Afeool Khan's paigah dashed into the Mogul's that 
Friday, I would have struck a blow with you. I 
watched you as you rode by close to the standard- 
bearer. Then there was a fierce fight, and men said 
you were cut down. Ah ! I was only on foot, for we 

are too poor to ride ; and I was a little woimded," 

he added, dropping his eyes modestly, " and father 
led me away. But for that, Meah Sahib, I would 
have been with you, even on foot." 

" Boldly spoken, and with a true heart, Ashruf ! '* 
exclaimed Fazil ; " and if you do this errand carefully 
and quickly for me, you shall ride ever after with me 
in my troop — that is, if your father will permit it. 
Afzool Khan's stables have enough horses to find 
one for you. Of that, however, more hereafter. Go 
now to the house, ask for Goolab the nurse ; tell her 
I am safe, but that Bulwunt Rao is wounded badly, 
and a palankeen must be sent for him with all speed, 
and my clothes and shawls put into it. If my father 
be asleep, he is not to be awakened, but my sister 
must know that I am safe. Now begone ; here is 
my ring, which will pass you through the fort. Let 
us see how soon you will return." 

" Come, Sh^kh Hoosein," said the lad, addressing 
a young man standing near ; " we had better be two. 
Tie up thy waistband tight, for we shall not draw 
breath till we reach the city gate. Come ! " 
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Both loosened their waistscarfs, and retied them 
tighter, and after a few words of caution from the 
Duffadar, they dashed down the street at full speed. 

As they left, several of the men came in, leading the 
Kullal by the end of his turban, with which his arms 
were tightly tied down. Bareheaded, covered with mud, 
and bleeding slightly from his nose, his face wearing 
an expression of fright and pain combined, Kama was 
a very difiFerent-looking person to what he had ap- 
peared when Fazil Khan and Bulwunt entered his 
shop. His first impulse was to cast himself on the 
ground before Fazil, and lie at full length moan- 
ing. The men who were with him did not interfere. 
The act was a deprecation of anger which it would 
have been unmannerly to deny. 

"Get up," cried Fazil; "get up, knave and liar! 
Say, was it I who wounded that poor fellow yonder ?" 

" Pardon ! pardon ' Noble Meah, pardon ! Your 
slave wiU not rise till he has pardon," cried the man 
abjectly. " It was aU a mistake ; and how could I 
know the son of Afzool Khan ? Pardon ! and I will 
teU aU I know." 

" If thou dost not, hound ! thou wilt hang upon the 
highest branch of the Goruk Imlee to feed the crows 
before mom," replied FaziL " Get up ! If thou tellest 
the truth, I give thee cowle ;* if not — if I detect one 
word of lie, nothing can save thee. Dost thou hear ? 
Else!" 

" Get up, Kafir !" cried the man who held the tur- 
* Protection. 
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ban, giving it a jerk, which caused a corresponding 
exclamation of pain. "Don't you hear what my 
lord says to you ? He will give you pardon if you 
speak the truth. Get up, and tell him all. My lord," 
he continued to Fazil, " he knows much, and he has 
some papers which one of the fellows — Maloosray, he 
says — dropped as he left the house. We wanted 
them, but he said you would pardon him if he gave 
them himself. We found him hiding in the wood- 
stack near his still, and the fool must needs struggle 
and try to wrestle with one of our men, and so got a 
fall ; but he is not hurt." 

"Loose my arms, noble Meah — tell them to loose 
my arms. They are swelling already, and I am sick 
with pain," said the Kullal, rising. 

" If my lord allows me, I will loose him. There !" 
continued the soldier, on receiving Fazil's sign in the 
affirmative ; " see thou speak the truth, else I will tie 
them tighter than ever, and they will not be loosened 
agaili while thou art alive.^ 

" My lord, don't threaten me, or I shall lose my 
senses," said the Kullal, the horrible vision of hang- 
ing, as he had seen many hang to the branches of 
that famous tree, coming vividly to his mind. " If 
there be a good Hindu among you, give me a drink of 
water. Ah my arms! my arms!" he cried, sitting 
down again, and sobbing as the rope was loosened. 

" Here is water,*' said one of the men, advancing 
with a brass vessel full. " I am a Eajpoot — drink." 

The draught refreshed him, and he began his tale. 
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It was in the main correct, and as we have already 
related it. *' Tannajee and his companions had been 
at his shop only a few minutes before Fazil and 
Bulwunt came in. They had been very careful, and 
before they entered the house placed scouts to watch 
all the approaches. They spoke in low tones, and, 
beyond a few words now and then, he had caught 
nothing of their conversation. All that he could 
gather was, that Pahar Singh and a Gosai from 
Tooljapoor were expected, and they were so impatient 
for their arrival, that two of the men had by turns 
gone to see after them." 

" Had they ever been at your shop before ?" asked 
Fazil. 

" Yesterday one of the men was there twice to say 
the place would be wanted in the evening/* replied 
the Kullal ; " and he gave me ten rupees to say I had 
neither spirits nor ganja ; so I told every one I had 
none, and no one stayed but you." 

"You might have suspected they were after no 
good,'' said the Duffadar. "Why did you not give 
warning here ? " 

" Ah, sir, I am a poor fellow," returned the man, 
" with a large family ; and if gentlemen sometimes 
like a private room to smoke, to play, or to talk in, 
am I to forbid them? Would they not get it else- 
where?" 

" True enough — thou art not to blame," said Fazil ; 
" but the papers — what of them ? " 

"After you were taken away, my lord," replied the 
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Kullal, "I took the lamp inside towards the door, for 
I thought I saw blood on the ground, which indeed 
there was ; and one of the two men who escaped must 
have been wounded. I followed the trace of blood 
to the door of the yard, and there I found this little 
bag, noble sir ; here it is." 

As he spoke he produced a small silken bag, appa- 
rently filled with papers, from under his waistcloth, 
and handed it to Fazil. In it were several letters, 
and bundles of accounts written in the Mahratta 
character. 

" I cannot read these, and they may be of import- 
ance ; so we must wait, for this poor fellow of mine is 
asleep," said FaziL 

"No, Meah, I was dozing while you spoke, and 
am easier now, for the bandage has cooled my 
wound. Papers ? What papers ? " said Bulwunt, ris- 
ing slightly, and supporting himseK on his left arm. 
" Give them to me." 

" There are some in Mahratta, which Tannajee, or 
one of his companions, dropped in their flight. Can 
you make out what they are, Bulwunt?" asked 
Fazil. 

"I wiU try, Meah; put the light here. Stay; 
open them separately. I forget that I have but one 
arm now." 

The papers were given to him one by one, and 
his eye glanced over several in succession as of no 
importance ; but one appeared to interest him greatly, 
and Fazil observed his eye return to the commence- 
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ment after having looked over it hastily, and his lips 
to move as if reading it word by word, while the ex- 
pression of his face changed to one of intense concern. 

"Yes, Meah, this is indeed important," he said; 
" but no one must hear it but thyself or thy father. 
Listen," he continued, whispering ; " that is from the 
old Gosai at Tooljapoor, about those letters the King has 
obtained. Those whom they concern are mentioned 
in feigned names, and it will puzzle me not a little to 
understand their meaning fuUy ; but we have a clue 
in what occurred at the temple, and I will unravel it 
when we get home. Now my eyes are too weary. 
Stay, there may be something from Sivaji. 
No," he continued, after he had looked at them one 
by one, " there are none from him, but several from 
Yessjee, who is his friend. No, they are too wary to 
write letters; but no doubt there is much intrigue 
afoot, Meah — much." 

" Enough,"* replied Fazil ; " now go to sleep, Bul- 
wunt, till daylight brings people from the house. I 
too wiU rest, if I can, after all this excitement, with 
your permission, Duffadar Sahib " 

But the old man had lain down on the floor while 
the papers were being examined, and was fast asleep ; 
so also were the men of the guard, except one sitting 
at the doorway as sentinel, the gurgle of whose hooka 
mingled with an occasional snore from a sleeper on 
the floor. Those about the KuUal, who had been 
removed to a little distance, asked how he was to be 
disposed of 
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" Take him to his house," said Fazil, " and keep 
him there till he is wanted. Go with them, Eama," 
he continued to the man, "and be ready when I 
send for thee. I will answer to the K6twal for the 
night's events." 

" That is all I wanted," he replied. " My lord is 
very kind and merciful." 

"Not yet. I have much to ask and much to 
hear. If thou canst speak the truth, well for thee ; 
if not, beware ! " 



CHAPTER XXVL 

How slowly and wearily night passes when a sense 
of impending evil overpowers sleep, and renders 
every faculty sharply sensible to sounds and im- 
pressions otherwise of ordinary occurrence, — when a 
thousand vague phantasies flit before the imagina- 
tion hardly more definite than the keenly-painftd 
thoughts they awaken ! How difficult thus to en- 
dure delay or uncertainty, and to account for causes 
of either, so as to gain consolation or assurance to 
one's self, far less to impart comfort to others whose 
fears and apprehensions are perhaps greater than our 
own! 

Thus heavily was hour after hour counted by Af- 
zool Khan and his fair daughter in the apartment we 
have already described. The Khan busied himseK, 
or seemed to do so, with a pile of Persian papers, on 
some of which, from time to time, he made notes ; 
but it was easy for his daughter to see that his eye 
often followed vacantly the lines of the writing, and 
that his thoughts wandered far from the subjects 
before him. 
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The Khan's wife, Lurlee, had come, and been dis- 
missed with an injunction not to interrupt him, and 
that he should be late. Zyna did not disturb her 
father, and found a partial occupation in some em- 
broidery, which helped to dispel for a time her fears 
for her brother; gradually, however, as the night 
wore on, it was easy for her to see that her father's 
anxiety increased. It was true that Fazil's return 
was not expected till after midnight ; but that, under 
the thought of his perilous errand, brought no conso- 
lation with it, and she sat watching the expression 
of her father's countenance, yet not so as to be ob- 
served, and withdrawing her eyes when he looked 
up. A few careless words fell from time to time 
from both, and a few entreaties by the Khan to 
his daughter that she would take rest, were met by 
requests that she might be allowed to share his 
watch, for that she had promised her brother to 
await his return. 

Thus midnight came, and with it sleep to the 
young girl, that would not be denied. She had 
folded her scarf about her person, and lay down 
where she was; and her father now watched his sleep- 
ing child, almost wondering at her beauty, as the 
light fell upon her, and projected a shadow fi*om the 
long eyelashes upon her soft downy cheek. So with 
the image of the dead before him — for he remem- 
bered her mother even such an one as her child — 
Afzool Khan's thoughts wandered far back into the 
past, — far back to the time when, with life before 
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him and easy competence, the servant of a noble and 
united kingdom, the future had not concerned him, 
save only to wish that the happiness he possessed 
might endure. 

But that bright future was long past. The present 
was dark, uncertain, menacing. Had there been any 
one to listen, the bitter sob of the old Khan — a sob 
of exquisite pain as his thoughts alternated between 
the happy past and a gloomy future — ^might have 
been heard, — such pain as those alone can know 
whose affections and memories of the past arise most 
vividly to augment any new suflFering that may be 
present. The years of happiness in his home, which 
might have been his lot had his wife been spared to 
him, rose to the mind of Afzool Khan as a sad mock- 
ery ; for though the grave had long held her whose 
fair form seemed renewed before him, it appeared 
almost as if she were again present to him in all her 
beauty. 

" Thou art a fair blossom. May God love thee 1 
May the holy saints keep thee ! May thy mother 
watch thee, my child!" murmured the Kian, as he 
bent over his sleeping daughter. " Even such was thy 
mother in those first days, as guileless and as beauti- 
ful. Nay, thou art but the copy, Zyna. And had she 
but lived to see thee and thy brother as ye are, it 
would have been well Yet why not well as it 
is V* he resumed after a pause ; " surely Fate is good 
whatever it be. If my heart warns me of coming ill 
— nay, if he too be gone from me, well; he is 
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with her, and the old man will soon follow, and 
there will be peace, peace, peace I Yet I would live 
still a little for thee, my child— only for thee ! else 
the first shot or keen sword-cut were welcome to 
Afzool Khan." 

So he thought and watched, and at times gently 
fanned his child with the papers in his hand that 
her sleep might be the lighter, and again resumed his 
occupation of reading. All was silent, but the night 
wind sighed mournfully through the open trellis- 
work of the window, and seemed rising ; and as he 
listened, there were mutterings of a coming storm. 

Opening one of the smaU casements, he looked 
out. The city was dark beneath him, and still; even 
the dogs seemed to have gone to sleep. Far distant, 
the wailing howls of a pack of jackals came upon his 
ear fitfully, and again ceased as the sound was blown 
away by the wind. Over the face of the sky the 
wild dark clouds were now hurrying rapidly along, 
disclosing here and there a star, which was again as 
instantly hidden. In the west, the horizon was black 
and threatening, and the edges of a heavy bank of 
cloud, now fast rising pile over pile, were illumined 
like burnished silver, as lightning flashed rapidly 
through them, lighting up the city, and the bold domes 
and tall minarets of the mosques and mausoleums, 
with a sickly glare for an instant, to disappear as 
rapidly as a thought. One of the night-storms of 
the season was evidently approaching, and the cool 
fresh wind was grateful to the Khan, as he leaned 
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forth and looked into the void of darkness ab- 
stractedly. 

The papers he had been perusing had been the 
subject of consultation that day at the court between 
the King, his Secretary, and himself. They were re- 
ports from the governors of the west and north- 
west provinces — a country which Afzool Khan had 
governed some years before, and knew perfect- 
ly — and related to a growing disaflfection and a ris- 
ing spirit among the people of the mountain valleys, 
which could not be accounted for save by the intrigues 
and machinations of Sivaji Bh6slay and his adher- 
ents. Sivaji, as a restless youth, had before risen 
in petty insurrection, and had resisted small forces 
sent against him, but had renewed his fidelity to the 
State, and had been pardoned. Notwithstanding, 
however, he was believed to be active in evil designs ; 
and report assigned to him constant communication 
and intrigue with the Mogul emperor Aurungzeeb, 
as well as endeavours, on his own account, to excite 
the people. 

Afzool Khan was no indifferent spectator of these 
events. He was one of those who, with others of his 
rank, had received profuse promises from the Em- 
peror during his first invasion of the kingdom ; and 
though Aurungzeeb's intentions had not been finally 
declared, yet Afzool Khan knew that if he favoured 
his cause, even secretly, for the present, he was cer- 
tain hereafter, should the Emperor prevail, of high 
rank and rewards far beyond those which he now pos- 
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sessed, and also that the weight and influence of a 
few men like himself would at once turn the scale 
against Beejapoor, which already trembled in the 
balance. 

The Mogul party, he well knew, was strong in 
the city. Many who had been disappointed of court 
influence almost openly professed it : they had nothing 
to lose and everything to hope for. But there were 
others — like the prime-minister, KJian Mahomed, 
for instance — ^who, in the enjoyment of large estates, 
high commands, and immense wealth, still desired 
more ; nay, even the partition of the kingdom, that 
they might 'hold what they possessed as independent 
princes. 

Again, Aurungzeeb's zeal for the cause of his faith 
was a well-known element of his character. He 
was a strict Soonnee,* who held the heretical be- 
lief of the Sheeahs f in hereditary hatred ; and the 
sight of the noble domes of the mosques at Beejapoor 
filled him with a fervour of bigotry even stronger 
than the lust of territorial dominion, to subvert the 
royal house which held those detested tenets. 

Afzool Khan was also an orthodox Soonnee. He 
looked with abomination upon the Sheeah ceremonies 
at the great mosque. He could not join in prayer 
there, nor could he enter save with the certainty of 
being offended and insulted by the religious ceremonies 
of his King. It was equally certain that the doctrines 
he professed belonged to a strong party in the city, 
* Orthodox Mahomedans. f Heretical Maliomedans. 
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who on all possible occasions urged amalgamation of 
the country with the empire of Dehli, in order to 
insure the supremacy of their own creed. Yet he was 
true. 

Like him, the minister Khan Mahomed had been 
faithful through many temptations; but of late, though 
he still preserved a fair and honest appearance with 
the young King, rumour had become busy with his 
name, and, intimate as was their friendship, the old 
Khan's trust in him was much shaken under an accu- 
mulated mass of suspicion, though, as yet, nothing 
definite had transpired. Hitherto also the minister's 
apparently unflinching adherence to what was feared 
to be a falling dynasty, and to a government which, 
under foreign invasion and internal disunion and 
distraction, had become weakened, had retained Af- 
zool Khan's respect and affection ; for this, combined 
with Khan Mahomed's professed devotion to the 
young King, who, with excellent dispositions and a fair 
promise of ability, was yet without experience, formed 
a strong bond of union between them. 

Private friendship, and the free intercourse of 
camps and battle-fields, had existed for many years ; 
and as their children grew up together, and the 
beauty of Zyna became notorious, the minister's son, 
whom we have already mentioned, pressed upon his 
father, very importunately, the necessity of formally 
asking her in marriage. But under his own secret 
hopes of the eventual ascendancy of the Moguls, 
and his convictions that the obstinate fidelity of 
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Afzool Khan would sooner or later lead to a serious 
breach between them, the minister had as yet re- 
frained from taking any steps in the matter ; and 
on his own part Afzool KJian had been equally 
guarded. 

The events of the night, however, would disclose 
the real tendency of the Wuzeer's conduct; and the 
thought that there were grounds of more than ordi- 
nary suspicion, could not fail to increase the feeling 
that he was actually guilty, which for some time past 
had lain at Afzool Khan's heart. He had fancied, too, 
a growing coldness on the part of the Wuzeer to- 
wards him, unlike the spirit of their former free and 
unrestrained intercourse ; and he could not fail to 
observe, in his visits to his court, that men to whom 
rumour attached the same suspicions as to the Wuzeer, 
were preferred as counsellors to himself. 

AU this, however, had as yet produced no per- 
sonal disagreement: it was only mistrust, arising 
from suspicion on both sides ; but the Wuzeer well 
knew that, if his designs were discovered for certain 
in any degree, he should find in Afzool Khan a power- 
ful and bitter enemy, whose fiery temper and habit 
of prompt action, would make him a far more danger- 
ous enemy than the young King himself. No one, 
also, knew better than the Wuzeer the temptations 
to which Afzool Khan had been exposed, and through 
which he had come as yet unsullied. He knew that 
in the Mogid army many ties of clanship and ac- 
quaintance existed for the Afghan, which the service 
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of Beejapoor did not afiford, and that the Emperor, 
desiring to gain one so faithful, brave, and skilled in 
the field, who was also a Soonnee, had offered rank, 
titles, and estates, with his personal friendship and 
confidence, as yet in vain. 

There had been times when Afizool Khan, wearied 
by petty slights, uncertain as to the future existence 
of Beejapoor as a kingdom, and comparing the wide 
field of honour in the imperial service with the nar- 
row circle of Beejapoor, had felt tempted to accept 
these offers. But the thought had been as often 
repelled, and had led to a more steadfast and more 
healthy attachment to the young King ; and when 
Ali Adn Shah, who had but recently succeeded his 
father Mahmood, displayed the possession of vigour 
and manly thought, and his disposition and talent 
appeared really equal to the maintenance of his dig- 
nity, — ^Afzool Khan's fidelity was no longer doubt- 
ful, and his openly -evinced confidence in his Bang 
had rallied the wavering attachment of many. 

A more than ordinary proof of this had been that 
day given by the King in public Durbar. The Wuzeer 
was then absent from Beejapoor on service, watching 
the frontier, with a force to oppose Mogul incursions ; 
and the King had, as an unusual act, invited Afeool 
Khan into his private chamber, to discuss the con- 
tents of the letters of which we have already seen 
the Khan in possession. They were many, and on 
many subjects; and the King's trust in the old 
noble could not have been more heartily evinced than 
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by permitting him to take them home for perusal 
alone. 

They were a tangled skein of intrigue, alarm, and 
disaffection, of exaggerated rumour and detail of 
actual occurrences, which were not without signifi- 
cation in the aggregate. If, in reliance on the gradu- 
ally increasing ability of the King, Afzool Khan had 
no longer hesitated, but, with the sincerity of an open 
and faithful heart, showed that he for one no longer 
doubted, and that his allegiance would be true — others 
as high in rank, and holding equal or greater territo- 
rial possessions, were not so ; and, as we have already 
stated, there was much disaffection, not only in the 
the city, but in the army, and also in the provinces. 

So long as the Moguls had beleagured Beejapoor, 
men of all parties, and, we may add, creeds also, had 
united in the common bond of self-preservation; 
well knowing the plunder and devastation which 
would ensue if the city were taken by storm or in 
the course of actual war. This also had been foreseen 
by the Emperor ; and his advices from the traitors 
within, at the head of whom was the Wuzeer, led 
him to the conclusion that nothing was to be gained 
by open force at present. Enough that the seed of 
disaffection had been sown, which he trusted would, 
in a comparatively short period, bear the fruit he 
desired. On these considerations, Aurungzeeb had 
raised the siege, and lay at a distance in seeming 
inaction ; nevertheless watching the course of events 
not only with eagerness, but with astute foresight 
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and untiring intrigue. Emissaries were busy in the 
city, and among the wavering and discontented 
gained many converts. Money, promises and assur- 
ances of protection were freely lavished, not only 
among the courtiers, but among the frontier chief- 
tains, powerful tributaries, feudatories, and zemin- 
dars,* who possessed influence over the people, and 
wherever else it was possible. Village authorities 
were also canvassed ; hereditary rights and immu- 
nities guaranteed, with confirmation of former grants 
from the Beejapoor princes. 

All such were openly encouraged to revolt, to 
withhold payment of revenue, and to harass the 
government of the State by every means in their 
power. During the confusion attendant upon the 
Mogul invasion, many districts had been wrested 
from the State which could not be regained except at 
great cost and by the employment of separate forces, 
which weakened the general efliciency of the army. 
In some instances, those who had recovered and held 
such districts, had themselves retained possession of 
them, fortifjdng the village ghurrees or castles, occupy- 
ing and repairing hUl-forts, under pretence of assist- 
ing the King's cause, but in reality, to strengthen 
their own positions. Of such, was the Mahratta 
prince, Sivaji Bh6slay. 

The letters which Afzool Khan was perusing were 
of the tenor consequent upon such events. They 

* Zemindars— landed proprietors and hereditary revenue-officers 
of districts. 
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were chiefly from governors of provinces, forwarding 
reports from their subordinates to make their own 
views more intelligible. Most applied for the assist- 
ance of fresh troops, permission to raise local levies, 
and funds to pay them ; while they gave accounts of 
opposition and imperial intrigue, which were only 
too certain and progressive. Others detailed plots 
and rumours, or preparations for revolt which should 
be checked. 

Around Beejapoor itself there was perhaps no ap- 
prehension; but everywhere at a distance the same 
confusion existed, and it seemed to Afzool Khan as 
though it were impossiMe to provide against the 
spread of growing disaffection which, if he had before 
only partially guessed, was here developed in all its 
hideous and most perplexing detail Letter after 
letter was thus read and thrown aside, tUl, weary 
of the subject, and sick at heart with apprehen- 
sion, unable also to determine upon any definite 
course of state policy, he had put aside the corres- 
pondence, and was reviewing the detail in his own 
mind as he looked out on the city from the window. 

The question to be determined in particular was 
as regarded the condition of the country to the west 
and north-west, which heretofore had given no cause 
for alarm. When Afzool Khan himself had governed 
it, he found the people, if ruder in manner than 
those nearer the capital, yet peaceable and indus- 
trious farmers ; and beyond checking local feuds, 
there was little need for exertion or apprehension of 
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any kind. Now the governor wrote of large assem- 
blages of armed men, of habitual indifference to the 
authority of the officers of the State, and of the grow- 
ing influence of Sivaji Bhoslay, before which he 
felt it next to impossible to maintain his own posi- 
tion or collect the revenue, much less to bring him 
to subjection. 

The latest letters, too, described emissaries from 
the imperial camp having been traced in disguise to 
Sivaji's strongholds among the mountains, and an 
increasing belief among the people that he was des- 
tined to become a great prince for the subversion of 
aU Mahomedans ; while it was very evident that, by 
some secret means, they were being organised either 
to revolt for Sivaji himself, or in the cause of the 
Emperor. 

The writer was a personal friend of Afzool Khan's 
— one whom he had no reason to believe would write 
either from fear or from an incorrect view of existing 
circumstances ; and on this account his recent letters 
had not only become more important, but in a higher 
degree more interesting. He had forces at his dis- 
posal sufficient to repress any outbreak, but his 
knowledge of the people and the country, and the 
use they might be put to by the Emperor against the 
State at any critical moment, had confirmed appre- 
hensions under which he had written, temperately but 
firmly, to the King, not to neglect or underrate those 
signs of the times ; and to seek among the counsel- 
lors and nobles at Beejapoor such advice in respect 
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to the prevention of local disafifection as might be 
practicable. 

" If Fazil is right," murmured the Khan to him- 
self, as he revolved these questions in his mind, 
^' we may obtain confirmation of the designs of the 
Mahrattas and the Emperor, which will assist the 
comprehension of these letters. But it is strange 
that they have any common cause, or that such dis- 
cordant elements should unite, even with the hope of 
mutual assistance," 

A low cry from his daughter aroused him ifrom his 
reverie. As he drew himself within the lattice, Zyna 
had raised herself, and was looking about scared 
and half awake. "Fazil!" she said. "0 father, I 
dreamed I saw him lying before me looking as though 
he were dead, and then he seemed to change to you ; 
and I was terrified and screamed out." 

" Be calm, Zyna," he replied, supporting her tenderly; 
" thou hast been much excited, and needest rest, and 
no wonder that an evil dream came to thee. Fear 
not ; he is safe, and I am beside thee." 

"Safe, father? then he is returned, and I have 
been sleeping carelessly." 

" No, daughter, he is not come yet. He has most 
likely taken refuge from the storm, which was 
severe." 

" In my dream I heard the thunder, father, but it 
seemed as though it were cannon. I marvel that I 
slept through all." 

" And soundly too, Zyna ; but look, the morning 
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will be fair for their return," and he opened the 
casement. 

The black pall of clouds which had hung over the 
city had passed away, and the wind had fallen, ex- 
cept a cool gentle breeze which blew freshly in at 
the window, and rustled among the foliage of the 
garden. Here and there the silence was broken by 
a gentle and distant murmur in the city, for, early as 
it was, some were already astir. 

" I will watch now, father," said Zyna ; " surely 
you have not slept at alL I am quite rested, and 
will wait for Fazil." 

" It is near the third watch of the night, Zyna ; 
thou art not afraid to be alone if I sleep ? If Fazil 
come not before dawn, I will mount the Paigah, 
and we will soon bring him to thee ; but I have no 
fear now, and say this only to content thee. I will 
tiy and rest my head for a while, daughter ; for it 
is weary, and these papera have caused me much 
thought." So saying, he lay down on the divan 
where he had been sitting, covered his face with a 
shawl which Zyna gently cast over him, and at once 
fell into a deep shimber. 



CHAPTEE XXVII. 

Zyna sat beside her father, trimming the lamp as it 
needed, wondering much at Fazil's strange absence, 
and occasionally taking up one of the papers with 
which her father had been occupied, and reading 
it vacantly. Zyna could read, which was unusual 
in girls of her age and class : and, originally of a stu- 
dious character, she had learned enough Persian with 
her brother from their old teacher, a superannu- 
ated secretary, to be of use both to her father and 
brother; more especially to her father in his confiden- 
tial correspondence. Apparently she found nothing 
to interest her very much, for she laid down letter 
after letter after reading the superscription, and 
looked out through the lattice impatiently, as it were, 
for the coming dawn. The bright morning star now 
appeared above the tops of the trees, and a glow 
overspread the whole east — ^the false dawn; which, 
while it as yet gave no definite form to the sur- 
rounding objects, yet relieved the extreme darkness 
of the night. As Zyna sat, she fancied she heard a 
sound of voices at the gate, but it died away. It 
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could not be her brother; he would have been ad- 
mitted at once. Again, as she listened, and the 
silence seemed painful, the murmur was renewed, 
and she started up. 

" It is he — Fazil is come !" she cried eagerly to her 
father, awaking him. " Oh, father, go to meet him ; 
would I could go myself ! " 

Afzool Khan listened from the window, and Zyna 
could see that the expression of his face increased in 
gladness, and the revulsion in her own heart caused 
agitation which she could not restrain. 

"He is not come," said her father; "it may be 
some messenger. God grant there maybe no evil 
tidings ! Be calm, my child ; I will go below and 
ascertain, and wiU return or send word about him." 

Hurrying down to the gate, he found the sentinel 
in altercation with the lad we have before mentioned. 
It was evident that the boy had been there some 
time, and the sentinel, being informed that his young 
lord was safe, had no idea of wakening any one be- 
fore the usual hour of morning prayer. As Afzool 
Khan approached the gate alone, he heard the lad's 
earnest prayer for aid answered by a dogged refusal 

" Begone !" said the man through the wicket; " thy 
tale may be true enough, and the Sahib Zadah * may 
be where he is ; but, look you, the great Khan Sahib 
is fast asleep, and cannot be awakened. Everybody 
is asleep : there is no woman here to send to him in 
the zenana. Begone therefore, or lie down at the 
* The respectful title of a son —literally, "lord's son." 
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gate. When morning prayer is over, thou shalt 
have speech of the Khan. Till it is broad daylight, 
I draw no bolt. If thou wilt not go, at least 
sit quiet, for there are gentlemen in the guard-room 
here who might treat thee roughly if disturbed in 
their sleep." 

The boy was turning away sadly, when the voice of 
Afzool Khan was heard calling from the inner court, 
as he unfastened the door leading to the larger one. 

"Whose is that voice? — who speaks without? — 
why is he not admitted ? *' he asked. 

" My lord," replied the man on duty, " the Sahib 
Zadah is not here, but there is a boy who says he 
knows of him." 

"Was it weU, Yousuf, to turn him away?" asked 
Afeool Khan. "Suppose my son had had need of 
us." 

" Nay ; but my lord slept, and the Sahib Zadah 
was safe. Bulwunt Eao only is wounded — and 
there were no women to send — and I did but tell 
him to wait," stammered the man. 

" No matter — ^where is the boy ? Open the wicket," 
said Afzool Khan impatiently. 

"He does not consider who may be behind it," 
said the soldier, as he imfastened the ponderous iron 
bars and imlocked the padlock of the wickets, " and 
that this may be but a device to attack the gate. 
But he will always be headstrong." 

" I am here, Khodawund,"* said the lad, from with- 
♦ "My lord.'' 
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out, and squeezing himself through the opening be- 
tween the wicket-door and the chain which fastened 
it. " Behold I am now before you, valiant sir," he 
said to the sentinel, "whom you took to be a thief; 
but I would have speech of the noble Afzool Khan 
himself, if it be possible to have him aroused." 

"I am he," returned the old Khan, stepping for- 
ward. " Speak on, if what there is to be told may be 
said before these men ; " for several had now arisen, 
saluted their master, and were standing by him. 

The boy touched the old Khan's feet reverently. 
" Fear not, noble sir," he said hastily, " for the Sahib 
Zadah is safe. He met with no hurt, though he was 
in danger." 

" Ul-humd-ul-illa ! — Praise be to Grod," broke from 
the old man fervently, and was heartUy re-echoed by 
aU around ; for men were arriving every moment from 
the different portions of the court, and crowding round 
to hear the news. " Ul-humd-ul-illa ! holy Gee- 
soo Duraz ! " * he continued, looking up, " I vow fate- 
has •(• to thy tomb, and a new covering shall it^ have 
of the costliest cloth-of-gold. But go on, boy, and 
fear not. Is there aught for my private ear ? " 

" Nothing, my lord— nothing. There was a fray, and 
Meah Sahib's attendant or friend was badly wounded. 
I want a palankeen for him; that is aU." 

• Hvzrvi Syvd Geesoo Duraz — " Prince of the Long Locks " — ^the 
name of a celebrated Mahomedan saint, whose tomb at Gulbuiguh 
is esteemed the most holy, as the saint is the greatest fetvourite of 
aU, perhaps, in the Dekhan. 

t Thank-offerings. 
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" And my son — ^why did he not come witli thee ? 
And who art thou ? " asked the Klian. 

" They call me Ashruf, and I am the son of Peer 
Mahomed Duffadar, and Meah Sahib could not come, 
because/' added the lad, dropping his head, " he was 
my father's prisoner — and " 

" By the Prophet, but this is too much !" exclaimed 
the fiery old Khan. "Who art thou, knave, that 
dares to say the son of Afzool Khan is a prisoner to 
any one ? " 

" May I be your sacrifice, Kian," returned the 
boy, nothing daunted, though the Khan's angry 
speech was re-echoed by all gathered around him. 
" May I be your sacrifice, there is no harm meant 
to your noble son, whom we all know and honour. 
He it was who, in my hearing declared, that in order 
to save my father, he would attend the Kdtwal's 
court ; for it was but yesterday that the K6twal swore 
he would have the right hand of the first brawler 
taken, cut off, and hung up in the chowke,* and that 
he would degrade the first oflBcer who failed to appre- 
hend those concerned in any riot. Be not angry, 
therefore, noble sir, for my father explained aU this, 
and your son goes of his own free will. My father 
could not help it, you know, my lord," added the boy 
apologetically, " for a man had been woimded, and 
there was blood on your son's sword." 

" Ay ! Jehandar Beg is likely to be a man of his 
word, too," said the Klian to those about him, " and 

• Market-place. 
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force will do no good. But it were as well that my 
son should be attended, I think. What say you, 
gentlemen ? So be ready some twenty of you, and call 
up the spearmen ; the palankeen and bearers, too, for 
Bulwunt Eao. We could ill spare him, poor fellow, 
from among us." 

" Nothing could have happened if Meah had taken 
some of us with him," cried several of the men at 
once. " We all wanted to go," added Rhiem Khan, 
" but he bade us mind our own business, and took 
Bulwunt Eao with him;, and see what has come of 
ganja-smoking." 

" And Meah might have been wounded or killed," 
added several 

" My friends, there was need to do it," answered 
Afzool Khan; " a secret service for the King cannot 
have too few witnesses. As to his life, or mine, or 
that of any of you, do we not eat the salt of the King, 
and should our lives be grudged? Peace, then, and 
hasten to get ready : the mom is fast breaking, and 
by daylight we should be in the saddle. Keep the boy, 
he must accompany us.'* So saying he turned back 
into the private court in order to seek his daughter, 
who had followed him. Goolab had been beforehand 
with her, and had communicated the news in her own 
way, with many marvellous additions, while the Khan 
was giving his orders to the men. Now, therefore, 
on hearing her father's brief confirmation of Fazil's 
safety, all past anxiety was at once forgotten, and, 
with glistening eyes and a thankful heart, she clung 
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to him as they entered the small court of the zenana 
apartments together. 

By this time, too, Zyna's second mother, who as yet 
has been barely mentioned, had been aroused from her 
sleep by the prevailing bustle; and as she habitually 
indulged in long rests, and disliked early hours 
most particularly, she met the Khan and Zyna in a 
mood of very querulous character, which arose partly 
from having been robbed of a large portion of sleep, 
and partly from having heard Goolab's exaggerated 
report of Fazil's danger. Now, the good lady had 
not even known of his going out, nor, as her lord 
had requested not to be disturbed, of the manner in 
which the weary night had passed. 

" Blessed be the holy saints that he is safe ! " was 
the exclamation of Zyna, as she threw herself upon 
the lady's neck ; " there will be no delay now, and 
my father will bring him to us. mother, are you 
not thankful?" 

*' It was well done of thee, Khan," cried the lady 

ironically, disengaging herself from Zyna, and not 

heeding her words, " to send that poor boy out in such 

a night as the last has been. Such thunder and 

lightning ! Naked, too, I hear — to run the chance of 

cold and wounda Ugh! and thou sayest thou hast 

a father's love for him ? Toba ! toba ! * I swear to 

thee, had he been my son, he should never stir out 

without my permission. I would take care of that. 

He should not go hence. Khan Sahib, until I knew 

* For shame ! for shame ! 
VOL. L Z 
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that the planets were propitious — a thing — Alia de- 
fend us ! — ^that some people care as little about as — 
as . . . and the^ to think what a tempting of destiny 
it was to send the boy from home without asking or 
caring for the positions of the stars, or finding out 
whether there was not an adverse planet in a threat- 
ening house. As it is, we hear that Fazil is wounded 
— that is, he might have been ; and that Bui want Kao 
has had his head cut off — that is, nearly, for he has a 
horrible cut in his neck, and his head is hanging all 
on one side; and," she continued, wiping her eyes 
with the end of her scarf, and in a whimpering tone, 
" all this comes of not asking me. What am I in the 
house but less than a dog ! Khan " 

"Peace, Lurlee!" returned Afzool Khan tartly. 
" What cross words are these so early in the morning ? 
Enough for thee that the boy is safe, and that we have 
subject for thankfulness in his escape from danger, 
and not of sorrow. Peace 1 is it thus Alia should see 
thee after His mercy ? Fazil will be here presently, 
and will tell thee perhaps as much as I know." 

" Ay, perhaps 1" retorted Lurlee. " I, who am less 
than a cat in the house, and as gentle as a sheep, am 
thus treated ! Khan ! shame upon thee that I know 
everything only when it is stale, and comes to me 
through the bazar ! Are not all your goings and 
comings hidden from me ? and now I hear you and 
Zyna sat up all night together ; and I was told you 
were not to be interrupted, and had to eat my dinner 
by myself, and to get to sleep as best I might O 
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Khan^. am I less than nobody? I who am of the 
family of " 

" Thou wouldst only have been anxious and fret- 
ful, Lurlee/' returned the Khan soothingly. "The 
planets would have troubled thee. We meant only 
well in not telling thee. It was an urgent matter, 
and we could not wait for the astrologer to read the 
tables for us, or tell us what star was in the ascend- 
ant. Go, see after some breakfast, or whatever can 
be got for Fazil ; we may be detained, and 111 war- 
rant he is hungry enough already. We cannot wait 
for lucky hours sometimes, but must take what Alia 
sends us." 

" I will not go. Khan. I will not be put oflf with 
empty words," she cried angrily ; " and if you do not 
choose to read the stars, what does it signify? are 
not the consequences of your eiTor on your own 
head ? When was it that the stars were aught in 
your eyes? Have I not read you many a warn- 
ing, which, had it been heeded, would have saved 
much trouble — much! When Fazil went forth to 
battle, did I not warn you not to let him depart ? 
and did he not come home wounded and senseless ? 
And when I told you one day, when one of the 
horses died, that something bad must befall us be- 
cause of the evil aspects of the stars, I was only 
laughed at. Is this true or false? And yesterday, 
if I had but been asked beforehand, could I not 
have told all that was going to happen? Behold !" 
and the lady drew from her bodice a table regularly 
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constructed to aid her astrological predictions and 
researches — " behold ! were not Saturn and the Moon 
in conjunction? Is not that bad enough? and can- 
not you see that is the reason why Bulwunt Eao, 
poor fellow, has had his head cut off?" 

" Peace, Lurlee ! " again cried the Khan, to whom his 
wife's astrological wisdom had long proved a serious 
annoyance. " If all the planets in the sky had come 
together for good or for evil, Fazil must have gone 
last night, for it was an errand of life or death. Now 
all is safely over, go and prepare some sheemee * for 
distribution, and be thankful for what is, rather than 
anxious about the stars " 

"Toba, Toba!" exclaimed the lady, interrupting 
him ; " for shame, for shame ! Khan, to blaspheme 
the stars ! May your sin be forgiven !'* 

" Nay, mother, but he did not blaspheme," urged the 
gentle voice of Zyna. " He did but mean that Fazil 
was safe everywhere ; for thou knowest, dear mother, 
that he is in the hands of Alia, and that the blessed 
AUa is above aU:" 

"He is not above the stars," retorted the lady 
angrily, and over-anxious to establish the truth of 
her favourite. superstition — "that is. He — I mean — 
He is above them ; but then- " 

" Ah, Lurlee ! better leave them alone," cried the 
Khan, laughing. "Art thou not sinking deep into 
the mire of thine own conceit, lady ? WeU, thou art 

* Milk with sweet rice, offered at saints' shrines, and given to 
the priests as a thank-offering. 
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welcome to them if they will teach thee not to be 
wilful, and not to do thine own desire, which is ever 
ill controlled and variable ; and as to their being 
higher than Him who -made them, — ^why, I have no 
more to say." 

" I said no such thing," retorted the lady doggedly; 
" but it is ever thus. Take care. Khan, of wilful dis- 
regard of warnings." 

"Another time, perhaps, wife. Now we cannot 
delay, for the K&twal has got hold of Fazil, and that 
is worse than an adverse conjunction of planets. But 
fear not," he added, seeing that the countenance of 
Zyna betrayed alarm ; " a word from me, and he will 
be released." 

" If he is not, I will go to my cousin the Wuzeer's 
wife, and beg for him," replied Lurlee. 

" Ay, in spite of the stars ? WeU, weU, beebee,* 
I hope it will not be needed," said the Klian cheerily. 
" We are not yet come down to asking favours of our 
cousins' wives. No, Lurlee ; keep thine interest for 
another time, and see to it that thy cousin doth not 
require thine aid ere thou hast to ask hers." 

"Impossible, Khan!" cried the lady sharply. 
" Thou art pleased this morning to underrate my poor 
self and my relations. It is weU, Afzool Khan !" 
(she meant to be very impressive when she caUed 
him by name) — " it is well — I say it is very well, that 
you speak thus. See .to it that thou, too, want no 
aid from them." 

•Lady. 
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" I do not need them, Lurlee," replied the Khan. 
" As to their aid to me — ^nay, be not angry — I have 
not much hope of it ; and for the rest, if I am right 
in what I think, there is e^ impending over the 
Wuzeer's house, which all the stars will not tell thee 
of, nor him either. May the saints avert it ! If it be 
true, thou shalt know of it ere many hours be past, 
and we will try to aid him ; but at present let there 
be peace between us. By-and-by thou wilt say to 
FazU, It was well done, though our news may not 
please thee. Go, girl, bring me my sword," he con- 
tinued to Zyua. " Bring a shawl too, for the morn- 
ing air is chilly." 

Zyna was glad to escape, for, in truth, bickerings 
such as we have noted were too frequent in the house 
to be very tolerable, and sometimes one side, some- 
times the other, was in fault ; — most frequently, per- 
haps, the lady, who, having had no children of her own 
to care for, and having in her youth been instructed 
in Persian, had turned to divinity and astrology with 
great zeal. In the latter she had indeed great faith, 
and professed herself able, as no doubt she was will- 
ing, to direct all affairs of the house, as also of the 
state, by planetary infli^ences. Thus, no event could 
happen without its being, to her perception, plainly 
written in the book of destiny, which the light of the 
planets rendered easy reading ; and if a dish hap- 
pened to break, or a cow or bullock died, or a horse 
had to be purchased or exchanged, or any house- 
hold rejoicing made, or trouble endured, all were 
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found to have connection with the planets, or to be 
the consequences of the lucky or unlucky days and 
hours of which her life was composed. 

Lurlee Khanum being a scholar, was also an object 
of envy to many of her female friends, and was con- 
sulted by them upon various turns of their fortunes ; 
and in regard to lucky colours for dress, lucky 
moments for putting on new clothes, settling matches 
and marriage-days, the weaning of children, putting 
them into new beds, cutting their hair or nails, and 
the like domestic matters, she was an unquestionable 
authority. She, according to the rules laid down in her 
book, had written several charms, and given them to 
her friends, which, together with the virtues of certain 
herbs and medicines, had been the cause of relief to 
babies when cutting their teeth, and when they cried 
at night, or had bad dreams, or infantine ailments ; 
and had been efficacious also in averting evil spirits, 
evil eyes, and the envious wishes of others. 

For these accomplishments — especially her skill 
in astrology, which was believed to be very won- 
derful, indeed almost a special revelation — Lurlee 
Khanum was held in vast respect by all classes in 
her quarter of the city ; and her opinions and inter- 
pretations of the stars were decidedly preferred to 
those of Meer Anwur Ali, the old Moolla of the pub- 
lic mosque nigh at hand ; and a considerable feud 
existed between them in consequence. For the 
Moolla considered her as an interloper, and as one 
by no means instructed or qualified to have converse 
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with what she professed, whether astrology or medi- 
cine; and had been known to say, irreverently no 
doubt, that more people died of Lurlee Khanum's 
medicines than the angel of death knew what to do 
with. In short, Lurlee Khanum, the second wife of 
Afeool Khan, was a much more popular person than 
the first had been; who, being a foreigner, and 
absorbed in her husband and children, cared little 
about her neighbours ; whereas her successor was in 
most respects the exact reverse. 

Lurlee Beebee had once been handsoma She was 
of somewhat dark complexion, but had very large 
lustrous eyes, with a prominent nose, and had not 
escaped marks by smallpox, though they were not 
disfiguring. When the Khan married her, her figure 
was perfect ; but she had lately, much to her mor- 
tification, increased in size; and though she took 
many infellible receipts to prevent fat, it would ac- 
cumulat/C. For many years she had had hope of 
children, and had made vows to all the shrines in 
Beejapoor, had sent gifts to those at AUund, Gul- 
burgah, and G6gi, and had vowed to make vast 
distributions of money, and to do other charitable 
acts, if her prayers were granted. Now she began 
to fear she had no chance, which had vexed her not 
a little, and had combined, with other troubles, to 
give a sour, grim expression to her countenance, 
which rarely left it. 

There were times, however, when she was bright 
and pleasant; for, really kind at heart, few heui 
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greater powers of pleasing than Lnrlee Khanum; 
but as her husband became more and more occupied 
with public affairs, estrangement had begun, and 
was progressing. There was one fear which had 
beset Lurlee for many years — ^that her lord, seeing 
she had no children, would marry again; and the 
idea of a sister-wife was very intolerable : this, how- 
ever, had passed away. The Khan was advancing 
in years, his children were growing up, and she had 
no fear of another usurping what affection remained, 
or interfering with her household management. 

To the Khan's children Lurlee was fondly attached ; 
indeed, they were now the principal links between 
her lord and herself. Their mother had died when 
they were of tender age ; and, after Lurlee's hopes 
of children ceased, she took more kindly to them 
than before, and had done her duty by them. Nor 
did their father interfere with that deference to her 
judgment in matters concerning them, of which she 
had better knowledge; but her increasing faith in her 
own infallibility had begun to distress both, as they 
could not help estimating at its proper value the 
superstition upon which the majority of her acts and 
opinions were founded once for aU. 

Such was Lurlee Khanum, the only lady in the 
harem of Afzool Khan. Other nobles of his rank 
would have married as often as the law allowed, 
without reproach ; but the old Khan's affections had 
seemingly died with Zyna's mother ; and the excite- 

VOL. I. 2 A 
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ment of war, of political events, and provincial 
government, together with the management of his 
fine estate of Afeoolpoor, had apparently filled his 
mind to the exclusion of other subjects. 

In a few moments Zyna had returned, bearing the 
weapon, which her father took from her; and having 
entered the garden with her, they performed their 
ablutions in the mosque before mentioned, and went 
through the usual forms of the early prayer. The 
Khan then returned to the zenana, where Lurlee 
Klianum met him. 

" I have put up some food in the palankeen," she 
said ; " see that Fazil eats it. I would all this were 
safely over," she added after a pausa " Thou art 
not angry with me, Khan — ^with your Lurlee ? do not 
go forth angry with me, my lord." 

" No, no ! not angry, dear one," returned the Khan, 
much movpd and softened. " I am not angry, but 
impatient ; forgive me, Lurlee. Alia keep you till I 
return : and you too, my child ! Fear not ; I will bring 
him safely to both of you." 

The Khan's horse awaited him in the outer court, 
and with it a strong troop of his best horsemen, 
with a company of spearmen, whose combined 
force seemed enough to have rescued Fazil, had 
there been need. Afzool Khan was greeted heartily 
by all, and as he cast his eye over the group of 
steady and oft-tried retainers, he felt that confidence 
which results from habitual companionship with 
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others, and that no danger could reach Fazil which 
they could not share or overcome. The greeting was 
as heartily returned as given ; and the gates being 
thrown open after a few questions to his son's mes- 
senger, and preceded by him and the band of spear- " 
men who ran before his horse, Afzool Khan and his 
retainers pushed foi*ward at a rapid pace. 

It was now broad daylight, and the freshness of the 
morning, and its clear bright atmosphere, rendered 
every object more beautiful than it had been before the 
rain. Every stately mosque and minaret, palace and 
mausoleum, with their bright gilded spires, caught the 
fast-increasing light, and stood out boldly against the 
clear eastern sky ; whUe the rich foliage of the trees, 
unmoved by any wind as yet, hung in heavy masses, 
and seemed refreshed by the moisture they still re- 
tained. As they passed the various gardens, the 
rich fragrance of tuberose, lime, and orange flowers 
loaded the air almost to excess; while the very 
ground gave forth that refreshing earthy scent which, 
in India, after rain, mingles so peculiarly and 
yet so gratefully with every other perfume. Few 
persons were yet abroad ; and with the exception of 
an occasional devout Mahomedan proceeding to early 
morning prayer at the mosque — a young rake, with 
a small band of sword-and-bucklermen, returning 
from the night's questionable companionship — a few 
humble carriers of fruit and vegetables coming from 
villages without the walls to the morning market. 
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with here and there small companies of travellers 
starting on their daily journey, — all was silent and 
deserted ; and the heavy tramp of the horsemen, as 
they proceeded at a rapid pace, sounded strange and 
suspicious at that unusual hour. 
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